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Martin Bormann was the most 
elusive of the Nazi leaders. He 
was hated and feared by his rivals 
and little known to the German 
people, but through his position as 
Party Chancellor and through his 
absolute devotion to Hitler, he be- 
came in the last years of the Nazi 
régime the most powerful man in 
Germany after the Fuehrer. He re- 
mained with Hitler in the bunker to 
the end and, after performing the last 
rites at his master’s funeral pyre, he 
disappeared to make his escape from 
Berlin and the advancing Russians. 
Whether he succeeded no one knows: 
Bormann is still “missing”. 

Until now his character and per- 
sonality have been as obscure as 
his whereabouts. But this corres- 
pondence, the personal letters—often 
the love-letters—which Bormann 
wrote to his wife from the time of 
Stalingrad to the fall of Berlin, 
reveal more fully than any other 
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FOREWORD 
by Frangois Genoud 


The reputation of Martin Bormann is not flattering to his 
character, but if we are not content with the popular opinion 
of him and wish to arrive, so far as that is possible, at a true 
judgment of the man, an invaluable series of documents is 
now at our disposal: the letters Bormann and his wife wrote 
to cach other between January 1943 and April 1945. 

These letters were not written or touched up at a later 
stage in order to give contemporaries or posterity a good 
opinion of the writers ; they are unstudied and unembellished 
historical documents. 

Bormann wrote his letters spontaneously and without 
bothering about style. He did not put on a pose either for 
his wile’s benefit or for his own, still less for anybody else’s 
benefit, because he had no idea that one day others would 
read these intimate letters. Bormann reveals himself as a 
simple and uncomplicated, at times even a naive, character. 
He was a family man who adored his wife and was devoted 
to his nine children. He was not a writer: his language is 
unpolished and his vocabulary is limited. His phrases lack 
subtlety and variety. But what he writes rings true. These 
letters are completely genuine, and they show him as he 
really was, I must admit, at the risk of shocking my readers, 
that I cannot help having a certain liking for the man. He 
did remain faithful to the very end at a time when most 
prudent men were only looking for a favourable opportunity 
for betrayal; and for that alone Bormann in my opinion 
deserves respect. 

From the historical point of view I think this correspon- 
dence is of great importance, although it does not contain 
any sensational revelations. The letters of both husband and 
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wife, which have a disarming simplicity and sincerity, reveal 
the day-to-day life of wartime Germany and give us a picture 
of the world-shattering events which they not only witnessed 
but played a leading part in. 

I would not publish these letters if I felt that I was thereby 
lowering the reputation of their authors in the eyes of the 
world at large; for the Bormanns are quite as entitled as 
anyone else to expect their private life to be treated with 
discretion. 

This exchange of letters between Bormann and his wife 
from part of a larger collection of documents—the secret 
archives which were in Bormann’s keeping at Obersalzberg, 
and which he entrusted to his wife during his absence. She 
took them with her when she fled to the Tyrol, and it was 
somehow found possible to preserve them when the end of 
the war came in May 1945. I received them directly from 
the people who saved them. 

I will not enlarge further upon the historical value of the 
archives thus preserved, which include the records of Hitler’s 
table talk, which had been previously collated at Bormann’s 
orders, and has recently been published in several countries. 
It is also unnecessary for me to vouch for the authenticity of 
the archives, as it is no longer in doubt. 
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INTRODUCTION 
by H. R. Trevor-Roper 


Martin Bormann, ‘Hitler’s Mephistopheles’, his alter ego, 
his ‘evil genius’ as he was often called, ‘the Brown Eminence’ 
behind the Fuehrer’s throne, was the most powerful, the least 
public, and the most mysterious of all the Nazi leaders. He 
deliberately avoided publicity; he despised decorations and 
public recognition; and his features were unknown to the 
German people. On the other hand, if he shunned the 
trappings, he cherished the reality of power. In Hitler’s last 
years, according to his secretary, Bormann reigned undis- 
puted over the court; all the personalities around Hitler were 
his creatures; he built around the Fuehrer ‘a Chinese wall’ 
impenetrable except by his favour; ‘he exercised absolute 
control over the whole structure of the Reich’. Finally, to 
add to the mystery of his character, we do not know, to this 
day, whether he is alive or dead. Having performed the last 
rites at Hitler’s funeral-pyre, he disappeared from all record 
on 1st May, 1945, as the victorious Russians entered 
Berlin, and none now knows his whereabouts, if alive, or, if 
dead, his grave. Such is the man whose character is now 
exposed not by official papers or calculated speeches, but 
by the intimate letters, the love-letters, which he exchanged 
almost daily with his wife in the last years of Hitler’s war. 
But first, before coming to the letters, a word about the 
man. 

Martin Bormann was born on 17th June, 1900, at Hal- 
berstadt in Saxony, the son of a trumpeter-sergeant-major 
turned post-office clerk. He went to school at Eisenach and 
then at Weimar, and in 1919—the defeat of Germany having 
spared him participation in the war—he first studied, then 


1A. Zoller, Hitler Privat (Diisseldorf 1949), p. 222. 
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practised, as a land-agent on the estate of Herzberg, near 
Parchim, in Mecklemburg. In 1920 he joined an anti- 
Semitic organisation, the Verein gegen Uberhebung des Juden- 
tums. In 1923, having joined the illegal Freikorps Rossbach, 
which operated in Mccklemburg, he was arrested, with 
others, for complicity in the murder of one of their comrades, 
a young man called Kadow, whom they suspected of being a 
spy, and next year was tried and condemned, on that charge, 
to a year’s imprisonment at Leipzig. On his release, in 1925, 
he joined the Nazi Party, and held a varicty of administrative 
offices, chiefly as a financial administrator. In this capacity 
he soon became indispensable, and in 1933, when the Party 
took power, he was made Reichsleiter, General of the SS, and 
Chief of Staff to Hitler’s Deputy and Head of the Party 
Chancellery, Rudolf Hess. Meanwhile he had also made him- 
self personally indispensable to Hitler. He built and adminis- 
tered the Berghof, Hitler’s chälet at Berchtesgaden, which 
remained registered in his name to the end,! handled finan- 
cial matters, and bought pictures for the Fuchrer’s personal 
collection. It was on this double basis of bureaucratic effi- 
ciency in the Party and personal indispensability to the 
Fuehrer that he was soon to build his immense authority. 
The occasion of Bormann’s rise into the ruling oligarchy of 
the Reich was supplied by the sudden, dramatic, secret flight 
to Scotland of his master, Rudolf Hess, in May 1941. This 
startling episode did not in fact seriously dislocate the Nazi 
government, since Hess, by an oddity of behaviour conspi- 
cuous even in the Party, had long been dwindling in esteem, 
and his public functions were by then confined to making 
congratulatory speeches to prolific Nazi mothers; but it did 
create an important vacancy; and since Bormann had long 
exercised the functions of his chief, his succession might 
reasonably be foreseen. On the other hand the prospect was 
not welcomed. Bormann was universally disliked as a sub- 
1 After the war, the Denazification Court at Linz, which tried Bormann in 
absence, found that he possessed, among other properties, the house at Braunau 
in which Hitler was born, the cottage of Hitler’s parents at Leonding, ncar 


Linz, and the whole complex of property at Obersalzberg consisting of 87 
houses and valued at over ı$ million marks. 
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terranean worker; he was unknown to the public—even in 
that year he could be dismissed by Goebbels’s secretary as ‘a 
certain Party official called Bormann’; and his ambitions 
were suspected. They were particularly suspected by Goring, 
whom the flight of Hess had left in the exposed position of 
sole heir-apparent to the Fuehrer. Géring explicitly warned 
Hitler against the elevation of Bormann, but his warning 
was ignored, and it was with mortification and apprehension 
that he afterwards learnt—not from Hitler but from his 
morning paper—of Bormann’s appointment to the coveted 
post. His premonitions were not at fault. Bormann, as these 
letters show, detested Göring—detested his ostentatious style 
of living, his unbureaucratic methods, his pretensions to the 
succession ; and in the end, by typical methods, he contrived 
to ruin him. A twist given to a telegram, a drop of poison in 
his master’s ear, a few well-timed insinuations, and Hitler, in 
his last days, condemned Göring unheard to prison and 
disgrace. Bormann, as the channel for such communications, 
was able to improve the sentence as it passed through his 
hands, and in his master’s name condemned Göring, though 
unavailingly, to death. 

From 1941 until the end of the war, Bormann constantly 
improved his position at court. His allies varied, but his 
encmics were always predictable: they were those whose 
authority seemed at any time to rival and therefore threaten 
his own. In April 1943, shortly after the beginning of this 
correspondence, Bormann strengthened his position by 
being appointed personal secretary to the Fuehrer. At the 
same time he found it necessary to resist the parallel advance 
of two formidable rivals. One was his old ‘friend’ Heinrich 
Himmler who, in the summer of 1943, became dangerously 
powerful as Minister of the Interior. Here Bormann acted 
promptly and after a few encounters ‘Uncle Heinrich’ 
retired defeated. The other was a more redoubtable adver- 
sary, for he too possessed the advantage of personal intimacy 
with Hitler—Joseph Goebbels, who, after the disaster at 
Stalingrad in January 1943, had stepped forward as the 
prophet of ‘total war’. 
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To contain Goebbels, Bormann made an alliance with 
two docile but well-placed functionaries: Lammers, the 
head of the Reich Chancellery, and Keitel, the Chief of the 
Combined General Staff; and by utilising his central position 
he skilfully arranged that Gocbbels’s proposals were 
submitted by Hitler to a Committee of Three: himself and 
his two allies,—‘the three Magi’ as Gocbbels called them. 
Goebbels was of course indignant. He declared himself 
‘outraged’, ‘disgusted’. Bormann, he declared, was ‘not a 
man of the people’ but ‘a mere administrator, and therefore 
had no qualifications for the real tasks of leadership’; and he 
denounced the Committee of Three as seeking ‘to establish a 
sort of kitchen cabinet and to erect a wall between the 
Fuehrer and his ministers’. This, he declared, was ‘simply 
intolerable’. He complained to the Fuehrer—only to learn 
that the Fuehrer had been deceived by Bormann into thinking 
that Goebbels had positively asked for this solution. Never- 
theless, by the end of the year, the ‘kitchen cabinet’ had 
triumphed. ‘I noticed for the first time,’ recorded Goebbels’s 
secretary at the end of November, ‘that Gocbbels now admits 
to his intimates his weakness as against Bormann. He will 
not allow the slightest ill-feeling to arise between himself and 
the head of the Party Chancellery. How inconsequent he 
can be! The day before yesterday he referred disparagingly 
to Bormann’s moderate intellectual ability. He called him a 
“primitive Ogpu type”. To-day he shows that he is frightened 
of him.’ Six months later we find Bormann calmly burying a 
memorandum which Goebbels had himself written for 
Hitler’s eyes; and in 1945 we find him sending back to 
Goebbels unseen, since ‘the Fuehrer did not wish to be 
troubled with such irrelevant matters’, a sheaf of evidence 
which Goebbels had sought to bring before his master’s 
notice. 1 

In the last months of the war an uneasy truce was main- 
tained between Bormann and Goebbels. It was just as well, 


arti struggle between Bormann and Goebbels can be followed in The 
Fe els Diaries (Eondon 1948), pp. 198, 210, 236; Rudolf Semler, Goebbels, the 
he next to Hitler (London 1947), pp- 66, 107, 146, 177; Wilfrid von Oven, 
it Goebbels bis zum Ende (Buenos Aires 1950), II, 89-91. 
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for a new enemy had now appeared on the scene, who was 
also, like them, an early Party member and a personal friend 
of the Fuehrer: Albert Speer. I have already described else- 
where? the great battle between the court-doctors in the 
Fuehrer’s headquarters—between Professor Theo Morell, 
Hitler’s quack-physician on one side, and Drs. Brandt and 
Hasselbach, his surgeons, on the other—which enlivened the 
court life of the expiring Third Reich. Readers of these 
letters will find frequent references to this struggle, and they 
may well be surprised at the violence of Bormann’s commen- 
tary upon these medical rivalries. They will probably deduce 
that the contending doctors were not exclusively concerned 
with the Fuehrer’s variable health. If so, they will be quite 
right. In fact these convulsions had a political significance, 
for Brandt was recognised by Bormann to be the agent at 
court of Albert Speer; and Speer and Göring, in the last 
year of the war, were the advocates, against Bormann and 
Goebbels, of a rational surrender or a negotiated peace. 

The meteoric rise of Speer in the years of German 
decline—‘the Speer Revolution’ as it was commonly called— 
was indeed a portent which completely altered the politics 
of the court. It was based on technical indispensability: 
Speer alone, it seemed, could re-galvanise German industry 
to mect the growing Allied superiority; and consequently 
with each German defeat he added new departments to his 
ministry until all economic policy and all service production 
were under his control. No wonder Bormann trembled for 
his place; no wonder he sought new allies at court; no won- 
der he viewed with detestation the apparent capture of 
Hitler’s confidence by Speer’s agent, Dr. Brandt. “Brandt, 
Speer and Saur,’ he declared,—Saur was Speers deputv— 
‘are an efficient mutual-admiration society; each of them 
helps to push the other up the ladder by his praise.’ Brandt 
was ‘almost torn in two’ by ambition; ‘just imagine how 
loathsome I find him! To counter such a combine, Bor- 
mann allied himself with two of Hitler’s intimate advisers, 
Hermann Fegelein and Wilhelm Burgdorft;—the former 


1 The Last Days of Hitler, and cd. 1950, pp. 65~79. 
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Himmler’s liaison officer at Hitler’s headquarters, who had 
married Eva Braun’s sister, the latter Hitler’s military 
adjutant. ‘Bormann, Fegelein and Burgdorff’, says one 
observer, now ‘formed a close circle round Hitler, and it was — 
hardly possible for an outsider to penetrate it’; and this state- 
ment is confirmed and illustrated by these letters. In 
addition, Bormann used against Brandt another ally whom 
personally he despised, Brandt’s professional rival, the 
quack-physician Dr. Morell. 

The battleground chosen by the combatants was the 
question of Morell’s ‘Antigas’ pills. Were they, as Morell 
claimed, curing the Fuehrer’s stomach cramps, or were they, 
as Brandt and Hasselbach loudly protested, slowly ruining his 
health? At this crisis of the debate, Bormann contrived to 
constitute himself, in effect, the final arbiter. He obtained 
the pills and submitted them to a friendly analyst who re- 
ported that they were quite harmless.! From that moment 
Brandt’s fate was sealed, and in October 1944 Bormann 
could write complacently to his wife, as if it were a mere 
routine change, that ‘yesterday Hasselbach was dropped as 
personal doctor to the Fuehrer and is to be replaced by Dr. 
Stumpfegger, who was Uncle H’s attending physician up to 
now. The new man scems very pleasant. Brandt, too, is no 
longer to act as personal doctor. There have been new 
disputes between Morell on the one hand and Hasselbach 
and Brandt on the other; but now this state of affairs, so un- 
pleasant for the Fuehrer, no longer exists.’ Indeed it did not. 
‘Hitler’s former sympathy for Brandt,’ we are told, ‘now 
turned into so profound a hatred that he was convinced that 
Brandt had sought to kill him’ ;? and in due course the fallen 
surgeon was condemned—ineffectively—to death. Speer 
himself preserved his personal influence with the Fuehrer, but 
his advice was now regularly rejected, and in the last days, 
when Hitler was alone with Goebbels and Bormann, he was 
silently dismissed from his offices. Bormann retained his 
position as ‘Brown Eminence’ to the very end. 

1 This detail is supplied by Zoller, op. cit., p. 64. 

% Ibid., p. 122. ; 
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Such were the methods by which Martin Bormann kept 
his rivals at a distance; but how did he himself preserve and 
improve his position at the centre? He did it by the soundest 
of methods: official competence and personal indispensa- 
bility,—competence as Party Chancellor, which gave him 
power in the Reich; indispensability as secretary to the 
Fuehrer, which made him the effective ruler of the Court. 

As Party Chancellor Bormann controlled the entire Party 
machine throughout Germany. All the levers of the Party 
were in his hands, all the Gauleiters were appointed by him 
and under his orders, all careers within the Party, and 
therefore almost all promotions within the government of 
the State, were, or could be made, dependent on his favour. 
The power which such a position gave to Bormann in the 
country was of course enormous: it can be compared to the 
power exercised by Stalin in the last days of Lenin; and as 
long as Bormann retained the personal favour of Hitler—for 
although no one else could dislodge him, Hitler could at any 
moment dismiss him from his post—his position was un- 
assailable. As to the direction in which Bormann used his 
power—the work of a bureaucrat is always difficult to 
summarise. It consists in perpetual vigilance, perpetual 
intervention, perpetual exercise of discipline and patronage 
to ensure the solidity and the efficient working of his vast 
machine. Only rarely can such a career be illuminated by 
vivid incident, and then only at a time of sudden crisis. Such 
a crisis was the attempt to assassinate Hitler on 2oth July, 
1944. At that time the military commanders in every 
district of Germany had orders from the conspirators to 
imprison the local Gauleiters and thus paralyse the opposi- 
tion of the Party. Bormann’s reply is shown in the sudden 
spate of instructions which he sent out to all Gauleiters, and 
of which he sent copies to his wife for her information. Shrill 
and illiterate in form, they resemble the telegrams which he 
similarly discharged from Hitler’s Bunker in the last days, 
and they suggest, by their violent and hysterical tone, the 
character of a man unaccustomed to sudden improvisation, a 
routine-worker easily unbalanced when disaster threatened 
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and prompt and sudden action was required. In this he com- 
pares very unfavourably with Goebbels, whose self-possession 
as Gauleiter of Berlin was crucial on that occasion in saving 
the régime. 

Apart from such crises, the work of supervising the Party, 
however important, was necessarily undramatic, and per- 
haps there is only one respect in which Bormann’s work can 
be said to have received from him a distinct personal con- 
tribution. That is in the field of religion. That Nazism was 
fundamentally anti-religious is now a platitude, and Hitler’s 
own shrill and vulgar denunciations of Christianity are now 
well known. But Bormann outdid even his master in his 
fanatical hatred of the churches, and once he was installed in 
office as Party Chancellor, he lost no time in expressing it in 
action. Already in July 1941 Ulrich von Hassell noted that 
‘the Party (that is, Bormann) is sharpening still further its 
attack on the churches’. Next year the same observer was 
shocked to read a secret letter which Bormann had sent to the 
Gauleiters on this subject, and which had unfortunately 
escaped from his office. ‘It reveals,’ he wrote in his diary, 
‘an absolutely diabolical hatred of Christianity as such, which 
the Party programme is pledged to defend .. . the argument 
exhibits an illiteracy and an idiotic falsification of history that 
is hard to beat.’! Even Goebbels was irritated by the ex- 
tremism of this letter, especially since it had obtained such 
unfortunate publicity. ‘Our enemies abroad,’ he wrote, ‘have 
unfortunately got possession of a circular letter by Bormann 
on the church question. Why docs Bormann at this time have 
to let loose a pronouncement on the church question any- 
way? Itis not a problem of any decisive importance in win- 
ning the war.’? Bormann, however, persevered. By 1943 (if 
not earlier) he had explicitly reserved all decisions in church 
matters to himself;? and these private letters to his wife bear 
frequent testimony to their common fanaticism. Even 
Christmas, that German festivity, alarms them by its 


1 The Von Hassell Diaries (London 1948), pp. 214, 262. 
2 The Goebbels Diaries, p. 59. 
3 Semler, Goebbels, p. 107. 
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dangerous associations; and to make doubly sure, at that 
crucial season, ‘that none of our children gets depraved and 
diseased by the poison of Christianity, in whatcver dosage’, 
Bormann sends home a book of approved anti-Christian 
propaganda. Alas for human foresight! Neither Bormann 
nor Frau Bormann would have guessed that, in spite of all 
this careful indoctrination, seven of their children would 
afterwards become Roman Catholics, and their eldest son, 
Adolf-Martin, Hitler’s godson, would now be training in 
Austria to be a Roman Catholic priest.! 

Thus Bormann reigned over the Party in Germany; but 
ultimately all depended on his position at court. If Hitler 
had wearied of Bormann and dismissed him, his control over 
the Party would have availed him nothing. He was a 
bureaucrat, and ruled through his office only. He had no 
private army, no public appeal, no real friends at court—at 
least, only onc person has ever been called his friend, Her- 
man Fegelein;* and Fegelein was, at the end, with Bor- 
mann’s connivance, on mere suspicion, summarily shot in 
the Chancellery garden. ‘A few critical words from Hitler,’ 
observed Specr, ‘and all Bormann’s enemies would have 
jumped at his throat.’ But in fact Hitler never wearied of 
Borman, never uttered those few critical words. The perfect 
secretary, Bormann was always at hand, never in the way; 
he took off from Hitler’s mind great loads of responsibility, 
interpreted his will, and executed his orders with undeviat- 
ting, unobtrusive, uncomplaining fidelity. He did not seek 
to influence Hitler, for he knew that ‘there can be no question 
of influencing the Fuchrer, though people often babble 
nonsense about it’. That his fidelity was perfectly genuine 
seems clear from these letters, and it is difficult, in the face of 
such evidence, to accept the statements which have been 
made (based on a declaration by a defendant in the so-called 
‘Wilhelmstrasse Trial’ at Nuremberg), that Bormann 
betrayed Hitler during the war and entered the service of the 
Soviet Union. Even in these most private, most intimate, 

1 See Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung, 26 February, 1951. 

3 Zoller, op. cit., p. 223. y 
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and therefore—it would seem—most genuine utterances, the 
Fuehrer is always ‘not only the greatest German, but the 
greatest human being we know of’; the poise of the Fuehrer 
in face of all his ‘fantastic’ difficulties, is ‘marvellous’; all 
depends upon his survival, his ‘genius’, his ‘rock-like deter- 
mination’ ; ‘we must never cease to rejoice that we have our 
Fuehrer, for our unshakeable faith in ultimate victory is 
founded, in very large measure, on the fact that he is here.’ 
Such fidelity naturally evoked a counter-fidelity. Hitler 
knew that he could rely on Bormann, and finding him an 
efficient organiser, an indefatigable worker, a reliable 
interpreter, he resigned himself more and more into his 
hands. Already in 1941 Hitler admitted that he himself had 
‘totally lost sight of the organisations of the Party’ ;1 he had 
handed them over to Bormann. By 1943, Hitler had handed 
his personal office over to Bormann too. The situation is 
described by one of the office secretaries. ‘In Hitler’s opin- 
ion,’ she says, ‘Bormann was the only one among his colla- 
borators who could reduce his ideas and projects into clear 
and intelligible formulae.’ ‘Bormann’s proposals,’ Hitler 
once said, ‘are so exactly worked out that I need only say yes 
or no. With him I despatch in ten minutes a pile of papers 
over which other men would take hours of my time. When I 
tell him to remind me in six months’ time of this or that 
business, I can be sure that he will do so.’ And then this 
‘devil for work’ was so thorough, so efficient! ‘I know he is 
brutal,’ Hitler said, waving aside complaints against Bor- 
mann’s methods, ‘but what he undertakes he finishes, I can 
rely absolutely on that. With his ruthlessness and brutality 
he always sees that my orders are carried out.’® 


Such was the author, or the recipient, of the private 
letters that are now published. The other party to the 
correspondence is his wife, Gerda Bormann, herself—as 
Bormann often reminded her—of sound Nazi stock. Her 
father, Major Walter Buch, had been chairman of the Party 


1 Hitlers Table- Talk (London 1953), p. 153. 
3 Zoller, op. cil., p. 221. = 
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Court (known as Uschla) which Hitler had set up in 1926 to 
preserve Party disciplinc, and had been—like Bormann 

active in organising and carrying through the purge of 
Roehm and his followers in 1934; but he seems afterward: to 
have had some difficulty with his son-in-law.! ‘I'he marriage 
had taken placc on the and September, 1929, when the bride- 
groom was 29 ycars old and the bride 20. As the daughter 
and wife of Nazi Reichsleiters, Gerda Bormann was a 
sound unquestioning Nazi devöte: indecd, like many women 
who takc to religion, she took to it with a dismal thorough- 
ness, exhausting even to the priests. All the metaphysic and 
mumbo-jumbo of the Nazi theology—Charlemagne and 
the Nibelungs, the virus of Christianity and the Wagncrian 
Twilight—she had swallowed whole and often tediously 
regurgitated. Like all Nazi thcorists, she had high views of 
the importance, and half-baked views of the subject-matter, 
of that new qucen of sciences, history. ‘My dear,’ she once 
assured her husband, ‘history is the most interesting and 
illuminating subject of all. It must occupy the first place in 
the education of our people; writing and arithmetic are not 
so essential.’ Consequently she would improve her mind by 
clutching at the inspired utterances of a ‘Swedish clair- 
voyant’; she would attend a moving lecture by a Kreisleiter 
whose division of all mankind into three groups,—virtuous, 
cultured peasants like the Germans and Japanese, shifting 
nomads like the Russians, and ‘commercially-minded para- 
sites’ like the British, Americans and Jews—makes ‘every- 
thing immcdiatcly clear’; or she would hang on the lips of 
Frau Dagmar Brand, the authoress of a geopolitical novel- 
ette, who assured her, with much circumstantial detail, that 
‘Roosevelt, Churchill and Stalin are merely the puppets of 
a powerful Jewish government’. These doctrines, which she 
copiously recapitulated to her prosaic and sometimes pro- 
testing husband, enabled her to correct the ‘moron af a 
teacher’ who was misleading their children about Gharle- 
magne and the Saxons. What if the absence of documents 
was inconvenient to her thesis? ‘It was obvious that the Giuro- 

1 Sce below, pp. 34-5. 
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ingians destroyed all the documents proving their ignominy! p 
It was essential, she thought, that the era of Charlemagne be 
properly sry ‘After all, we still feel the after-effects 
of his policy: through him Jewish Christianity got a foothold 
in our land P 

But Frau Bormann was not merely a theorist of the Nazi 
virtues; she also set a laudable example in the practice of 
them. Not only did she dutifully produce ten Nazi children (of 
whom nine survived), but she was perfectly ready that her hus- 
band should do what he could to produce more. Hence the 
comic episode of the actress ‘M.’. In a jubilant letter of 21st 
January, 1944, Bormann informed his wife that he had suc- 
ceeded in seducing ‘M’. ‘Now she is mine, and now—lucky 
fellow !—I am, or rather feel, doubly and unbelievably happily 
married!’ To this somewhat startling communication Gerda 
Bormann responded as a true Nazi. Of course, she declared, 
she was delighted: ‘It is a thousand pities that such fine girls 
should be denied children” Why should not she and M. 
combine forces, and by a carefully calculated system of alter- 
nate parturition or staggered motherhood—an application of 
the Aryan peasant principle of rotation of crops—ensure a 
regular flow of new Party Members? And why should her 
husband only feel, why should he not be doubly married? 
Why should not bigamy be legalised ‘as at the end of the 
Thirty Years’ War’? So she sat down to draft a proposed law 
on the subject... . The case of ‘M.’ crops up regularly 
throughout these letters. Unfortunately, on closer examina- 
tion she was found to be not quite sound on all subjects. ‘She 
isn’t exactly a church-woman,’ Frau Bormann discovered, 
‘but at the same time she isn’t guile free of the Christian 
faith’, and she urged her husband to ‘educate her very gently’ 
in the true pagan doctrines. He did. He wrote her a love- 
letter on the subject i in the lucid style of the Party Chancery. 
‘My dear M., it began, ‘A few ae: remarks on the 
subject already discussed, viz. 


During their separation—when he was at the Fuchrer’s 
headquarters in Berlin or Rastenburg and she at Obersalz- 
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berg or their country home in Mecklemburg—Bormann 
wrote to his wife almost daily. If he was unable to write a 
letter, he sent back to her her own letters with comments or 
answers to her questions written in red ink between the lines. 
These interlincar replies are printed here as insertions in the 
text of her letters and are distinguished by capital type. 
Sometimes, instead of letters, or in addition to them, he sent 
newspaper cuttings or copies of his official documents: it is 
in this manner that his instructions to the Gauleiters after 
the Plot of 20th July, 1944, have been found among his 
correspondence. With a few trivial exceptions all Bormann’s 
letters known to survive are printed here. Frau Bormann 
was a much more prolific writer, and the passages here 
printed are a representative selection only from her corres- 
pondence. Readers will no doubt agree that there is enough: 
enough to illustrate her character, to show the nature of her 
relations with her husband and family, and to satisfy the 
reader with her style and subject-matter. One letter from 
Martin Bormann to his mother is also included in the collec- 
tion and printed here. Bormann also sent to his wife all the 
letters which he received from his mistress ‘M.’; but these 
have not been printed here. 


It remains to describe the fate of the correspondents and 
of their correspondence after the last letter in the series had 
becn sent. This is dated 2nd April, 1945, and already, in 
it, Bormann envisages the Wagnerian end to the Nazi régime. 
‘If we are destined, like the old Nibelungs, to descend into 
King Attila’s hall, then we'll go proudly and with our heads 
high.’ The events of the next month in Hitler’s Bunker I 
have described elsewhere and need not here recapitulate: 
suffice it that Bormann, like Goebbels, remained with Hitler 
to the end, participating in all his decisions; that he attended 
Hitler’s wedding-party, witnessed his will, was appointed his 
executor, and was designated by him as Party Chancellor in 
the new government which he sought to impose, by testa- 
ment, on his successor. After Hitler’s death, Bormann took 
part in the pagan funeral ceremony, and when his efforts to 
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join Dönitz in Ploen as the bearer of Russian terms had 
failed, he led the residue of Hitler’s entourage in their vain 
attempt to break through the Russian lines and escape 
westwards from Berlin. Surviving an explosion at the 
Weidendammer Bridge, in which several observers thought 
that he had been killed, he contrived to change into civilian 
clothes and continued, with a small and dwindling company, 
his attempt to escape. In the end he became separated from 
all of them; and although one of them, who still survives,— 
Artur Axmann, former leader of the Hitler Youth—claims, 
on retracing his steps, to have found the corpse of Bormann 
outstretched upon his back with the moonlight clearly 
distinguishing his features, the testimony of one perhaps 
interested witness can never be the last word, and till it is 
confirmed or corrected by better evidence, we must pro- 
nounce Bormann not dead but missing.! 

Meanwhile, in South Germany, Frau Bormann had also 
sought to escape from the approaching Allied armies. On 
25th or 26th April, accompanied by her nine children and 
certain other children entrusted to her care, she had left 
Obersalzberg for the hiding-place which had been prepared 
for her in the Tyrol. There, at Wolkenstein in the Gréd- 
nertal, she lived in hiding for several weeks under the 
assumed name of Frau Bergmann; but in the summer of 
1945, being scriously ill, she declared herself to an American 
headquarters in Bolzano, over the Italian frontier. After a 
period in hospital in Bolzano, she returned to Wolkenstein; 
but her illness being incurable, she was soon sent to the 
Prisoners of War Hospital at Merano, where she died, of 
cancer of the bowels, on 22nd March, 1946.2. Before her 

1 To the account of Bormann’s part in the escape from Berlin given in The Last 
Days of Hitler, a few details have been added by the subsequent evidence of a 
former SS Major, Joachim Tiburtius, who accompanied him for part of the 
way ; but these details do not solve the mystery. Tiburtius’ account was printed 
in the Swiss paper Der Bund, 17 February, 1953. The lurid and circumstantial 
account of Bormann’s later history published, on the fruit of its ‘researches’, by 
the Italian paper J! Momento (16-18 December, 1953) is, of course, pure fiction. 

3] have taken these details of Frau Bormann’s last movements and death 
from a statement by the Rev. Theodor Schmitz, a Roman Catholic priest who 


visited her regularly at the time and whom she appointed to be the guardian, 
after her death, of her nine children. 
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death she had taken care to dispose of her archives. These 
(which contained both these letters and the official text of 
Hitler’s Table-Talk, since published!) she had conveyed, 
with the help of Franz Hofer, Gauleiter of the Tyrol, to Karl 
Wolff, the S.S. General who had preceded Fegelein as 
Himmler’s liaison officer to Hitler, and who afterwards, as 
commander of the S.S. Forces in Italy, had been instru- 
mental in negotiating the surrender of the German armies 
to Field-Marshal Alexander. From Wolff the papers passed, 
through an Italian intermediary, into the hands of Frangois 
Genoud, a Swiss subject, who, having thus acquired the 
documents, then proceeded to acquire the copyright from 
the Bormann family. As a Nazi-sympathiser, M. Genoud is 
convinced that the publication of these papers will enhance 
the reputation of Bormann in the world, and as copyright 
owner he has added, in this edition, a note to say so. My 
view, as is no doubt already obvious, is different. Between 
us the reader can form his own opinion, as we have formed 
ours, from a bettcr authority than either of us: the text. 


1 Hitler's Table-Talk, London, 1953. 
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Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
16.1.1943 
My darling girl, 

As I’ve told you, H.H.’s! visit today was by 
no means a pleasure. He is deeply offended, and apparently 
not just since yesterday or today. He feels unjustly treated 
by the Chief,? and quoted examples to the effect from the 
last few years. While worthless people were being treated 
well, and even with distinction, he, H.H., was considered 
good enough only for raising divisions, and so on and so 
forth. He brushed aside all my objections. I told him: yes, 
indeed, the Chief too has the right to be unjust once in a 
while—aren’t we all unjust again and again, in spite of our 
best intentions? And in the case of H.H., I said, constant 
high praise had to be set against a single instance of criticism. 
But it was no use. H.H.’s criticism was so very bitter, and 
at times so acid, that in other circumstances I should have 
had no choice but to get up and say: ‘I’m sorry, but I must 
take my leave from you and take off your uniform. The 
Fuehrer is the Fuchrer, and he is beyond all criticism!’ 

I made allowances for H.H.’s state of nervous strain and 
told him so; I said that, because of this nervous strain, he was 
taking a lopsided and distorted view of things. Four weeks’ 
rest, and he himself would once more remember and duly 
appreciate the Fuehrer’s gigantic achievements and his 
twenty-three years of ceaseless, restless effort. If nerves 
played the devil with all of us at times, it was no wonder 
that something of the sort happened to the Fuehrer whose 
task was super-human. All the same, he towered over us like 
Mt. Everest. And even if he were to dismiss us in a sudden 
fit of anger, we would still have to be bound to him in 
deepest gratitude—to our dear Fuehrer! 


1 Heinrich Himmler. 
4 Hitler was called ‘der Chef’ by his immediate subordinates. 


Moreover, how much praise from the Fuehrer, expressed 
to third persons, had to be weighed in the scales against that 
one ticking-off! 

For the time being, however, Himmler is too sore. And 
his chilly way of criticising is unpleasant. When all is said 
and done, The Fuehrer is the Fuchrer! Where should we be 
without him? 

With love, 
Your M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
16.1.1943 
Daddy dear, 

The suitcase is all packed, and Agnes is going 
to put in the boots as well. I wish I could make up little 
rhymes to go with the photos. Aunt Anni darned your 
stockings and I didn’t turn each pair of them inside out to 
make sure she hadn’t missed anything, but I hope they are 
all right. Surely an overcoat should go with it if you’re going 
to wear your grey uniform in Pullach? But both your over- 
coats are at Obersalzberg, and the only brown uniform 
greatcoat you possess is on its clothes-hanger in Berlin, ready 
for the 3oth of January. So don’t you think it is there in 
Pullach for you to slip on! Apart from this everything should 
be in good order. Heiner wrote his letter to you the very 
day after I had gone to join you, but Anni forgot to tell them 
about it at the garage, and so I found it still sitting here on 
my return. 

Till next time, dearest. I wish I could be with you always, 
all the time, to take care of you. The snow is falling without 
a pause. 

Your Mummy. 


G.B. to M.B. 
26.1.1943 
Dearest Heart, 
Yesterday afternoon, when I got home, I 
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found the enclosed letter from Frau Todt. I enclose also her 
letter to me, which should interest you. The children are all 
well and happy; Hartmut, Gerda and Ewa are lying in the 
sun, having their afternoon snooze. Heiner too is back from 
school and romping about outside. Helmut has finished his 
homework and is tumbled on the rug, playing with his 
soldiers. Eike and Irma won’t be home till later. Granny 
had her bath this morning, and Anni helped her. A bath 
in the evening over-stimulates her, she cannot sleep after- 
wards. In the house itself everything is running smoothly— 
as you know. 

Till our next meeting—will it be January goth or not before 
February 24th? In any case I’m already now eager to be 
with you again. 

Your Mummy. 


G.B. to M.B. 


5-2-1943 
... Frau Todt told me that originally Jost was supposed to 


write the connccting text of the new book with her husband’s 
letters, which is about to be published, but she had been so 
disgusted with Jost’s first book that she asked Speer? to com- 
mission someone else. She herself had no idea who might be 
able to write the fitting words. She is delighted with Thorak’s 
portrait bust of her husband, and so is Ilsebill, who said that 
with every other bust of her father she had first looked for a 
likeness and then criticised this or that feature as being 
wrong. In the case of Thorak’s work, however, both she and 
her mother had felt at once: this is Father. It was not an 
exact portrait likeness, and yet it had perfectly captured her 
father’s expression when he was talking of his plans and 
explaining an essential point to them. Thorak could cer- 
tainly not wish for a better verdict. 

Walter left this morning at half-past seven, he was very 

1 Widow of Prof. Fritz Todt, the head of Hitler's road-building organisation. 


Todt had been killed in a flying accident on 9 Feb, 1942. 
2 Albert Speer, Minister of Munitions, in succession to Todt. 
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glad to have seen the children and sends you his best regards, 
He is now First Officer under Captain Erdmenger on the 
Fuehrer’s destroyer. Granny too was very pleased with him; 
he told us nearly the whole evening yarns about Narvik and 
Dietl,! how they had to manage there without any technical 
resources, and how there were some funny break-downs at 
times. ... 


G.B. to M.B. 


No date. 

Evi? telephoned. No more American films can be released 

without the personal permission of the Minister, Goebbels. 

Would you be so kind as to ring him up in Berlin and ask 
him to continue to send American films to the Berghof? 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 
10.2.1943 
. . . I wonder whether the Brekers? will come here even 


though Evi is not able to sit for him. It would certainly do 
him good.... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 


14.2.1943 
My darling Mummy, 

Last midnight I was just about to leave 
my desk at the end of my day’s work when my secretary 
came in with the news of the air-raid warning in Munich. 

Afterwards I meant to write to you and ask you if you 
were capable of visualising my horror at the report on con- 
> on Eduard Dietl, commander of the German troops in the extreme 

Q 


3 Eva Braun. 
3 The sculptor Arno Breker and his wife, 
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ditions in Feldafing! I didn’t get further than the date-line, 
I just was too tired, too exhausted, too empty! Can you 
imagine the state I was in? But that’s how things go with 
me when you’re missing. Most people pour out their strength 
—if they pour it out at all—within limits, so to speak ata 
moderate temperature, and an eight-hour day is quite 
enough for them. I have a less easy life: those at the top 
have to do the work of many. IfI couldn’t do that, I would 
have no business to be where I am. Essentially I have the 
responsibility for the present general mobilisation. I started 
the whole thing, I set it in motion, and now I have to see to 
it that, on the one hand, the necessary results are achieved 
without fail, and on the other, that there are as few blunders 
as possible. In consequence, I don’t even have the time for 
the few private letters I should write. So far I’ve neither 
answered Frau Kluge’s letter nor Frau Heydrich’s Xmas 
letter. 

At present I’m so completely concentrating on my work 
that my brain is occupied with important matters to the 
exclusion of everything else, until I’m dead-tired, and thus 
private letters must wait. Whether I’ll find time for them 
today... ? 

Oh, you, my darling Mummy, my Mummy-Girl, my 
best-of-all, 

I am your own 


M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 
16.2.1943 
My dearest Mummy-Girl, 

Already today—see how indus- 
trious I am!—you get another letter. But this time it isn’t 
only written to tell you, frankly or sub rosa, that you are the 
superlative of all the women I know or ever knew, but for a 
more weighty, rather for a more immediately urgent, reason. 
In spite of the enormous shortening of our front-line brought 
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about by our withdrawal—this is why we had to withdraw 
so far back—our southern sector is as yet by no means a 
‘front’; over vast areas we have, for the time being, a void. 
To master this extremely difficult and perilous situation, the 
Fuehrer is moving nearer to the front. Tomorrow morning 
he is going to fly there with a small escort of intimates. The 
rest of us, that is to say, Keitel, Schaub, myself, Puma,? and 
sO on, remain here for some days—probably two or three 
days—, and then go into our summer quarters which are 
being put in order or something like order at top speed. Keep 
this entirely to yourself! Lammers, Himmler, Ribbentrop, 
etc., are to stay in their winter quarters, permanently! 

Because of the military failure of our allies, the war has 
entered a critical stage which is decisive for us. The absence 
of the men we lost at Stalingrad is making itself painfully 
felt. All the same I have not the slightest doubt that the 
Fuehrer will overcome the present unpleasant situation just 
as he will overcome others of the sort that are bound to arise 
in the future. 

Still, it is necessary for us to think over, in complete calm 
and serenity, what will have to be done in case I do not come 
back to you one day. Even in times of peace a good bourgeois 
may be hit on the head by a falling brick, and in times of 
war by a bomb—and our life has long been far more 
dangerous than all that. 

Since I have, alas, no homestead at my disposal—Krum- 
beck is, for the moment, nothing but a beautiful dream—you 
will not be able to stay on either at Sonnenwinkel or in the 
house at Obersalzberg, which is tied to my office,—at any 
rate not for good. For this reason I enquired the other day 
about the Bergle. If it had been unoccupied, I would have 
bought or rented it for you. 

Should the war take a turn to the worse, either now or at 
some later stage, it would anyhow be better for you to move 
to the West, because you simply must do everything in your 
power to keep your—our—children out of any danger. In 


1 Evidently Admiral Karl Puttkamer, liaison officer of the German Navy at 
Hitler's H.Q, 6 


due course they will have to carry on the work of the future. 
So it’s a pity that your Bergle was let, otherwise I should 
have bought it for you. If things really were to get desperate, 
you would, I hope, be able to go to Loerrach, at least for a 
short time until you can see further ahead. 

However, all this is written only as a precaution, just in 
case; I myself am more convinced than ever that final 
victory will be ours—if only we show that we really deserve 
this victory. In this wrestling match of giants we must 
indeed strain every muscle and use every breath, since our 
adversary does it! 

Look after yourself, my own, for my sake and for the sake 
of all your children. And don’t be sad! ‘Life without danger 
is no life,’ as friend Kluge! even puts into the mouth of one 
of his three scholars. 

With love, 
Your M.B. 


Martin Bormann to his mother 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
19.2.1943 

Dearest Granny, 
This morning Gerda asked me whether she 
ought to release one of our maids for war work. When I 
inquired after the reasons for this foolish question, I found 
that you had discussed the matter with Anni after Goebbels’ 

speech. 

Now I beg you in all seriousness to refrain from any dis- 
cussion of this matter, since it is impossible for you to judge 
how many servant girls I need for keeping house in my 
official position. The decision rests with me, and with me 
alone. And obviously I could not tolerate being put in a 
false or, worse, an unfavourable light by anyone—not even 
by my own mother. Once again, therefore: do not interfere 
in my affairs; how many maids I require—for one thing, in 

1 Perhaps Kurt Kluge, a popular German novelist. 
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view of politically significant foreign visitors, and so on,—it 
is for me to decide. 

Many years ago—today I have to remind you of it—I 
explained to you that you should not interfere in matters of 
our household, the education of our children, etc. At that 
time we were still living in the old house in Pullach. In the 
meanwhile I have moved, or rather, I have had to move, 
into bigger houses, particularly on account of the many 
politically important foreign visitors. Certainly you are in no 
position to judge what staff is needed there, considering the 
repeated visits of the Fuehrer or of foreign personages. 
Moreover, it is none of your business! I must stress this for 
the sake of clarity and peace. 

The conduct of the household, the treatment of the staff, 
and the upbringing of the children are carried out according 
to my instructions, which Gerda has to observe. 

You are much inclined to criticise. How scathingly you 
used to speak and write—to my horror—of Sauckel! and 
Goebbels in former times! I beg you most urgently to 
restrain such critical comments, especially in times like these. 
Also as regards myself and my instructions, my household 
and its conduct. 

Moreover, you will recover your health the better, the less 
you occupy yourself with matters which it is for me to decide. 

Please do not take this sermon amiss—it seemed to me 
necessary to clear the air! 

With best love, 
Your M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


22.2.1943 
... I’m so overjoyed at the thought of having you here again. 


So full of longing to hold you in my arms and not let you 
go. Your long letter has given me so much to think about. 
The idea that I might lose you and be left alone with all the 


1 Fritz Sauckel, Gauleiter of Thuringia and Minister of Labour. 
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Martin Bormann 


2. The Bormanns on their wedding day, Left to right: Gerda Bormann’s father, Walter 
Buch, Gerda Bormann, Martin Bormann and Hitler, who acted as witness. 
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children in times like these is not exactly agreeable. Now I 
really would have to cope by myself. All the others who 
might advise or help me in other circumstances have their 
heads so full of more important things that I could not 
possibly bother them with my personal problems. In any 
case, with the exception of Gerhard Wagner,! Dr. Todt was 
the only person in whom I had complete confidence; but of 
course I should have to manage somehow, and I am, after 
all, so rich through your children. Please don’t worry about 
it, although you will imagine that the thought is with me 
day and night. If only you are spared to us! Surely we 
have had such beautiful years in our life together—it is so 
much more difficult now for other women, and many of 
them have lost their husbands without ever having really 
had them. Only, I cannot think how the Fuehrer would 
manage without you at present, if the burden of domestic 
affairs were added to the heavy burden of military affairs. 
After all, the others always first watch what you are saying 
or doing, and then adjust their opinions accordingly. You 
simply must kecp well and fit, and you must always be 
cautious, however much it gocs against the grain. Dearest, 
I’m so happy that I shall be allowed to have you here with 
me the day after tomorrow! 

This morning little Gerda stood looking at your portrait 
on my night-table and said: ‘Is it Fuehrer? No it’s my dear 
daddy.’ She’ll be just as happy to have you here as 

Your Mummy. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


1.3.1943 
The heartiest of greetings to the loveliest of women! 


For ever your 
M.B. 


ı A Nazi doctor and Reichsführer ofthe German Medical Corps. 
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M.B. to G.B. 


18.3.1943 
My best-beloved darling girl, 


This evening we go to Berlin 
via the Rügenwalde shooting-range, will be there to- 
morrow evening. 

Sunday: Heroes’ Memorial Day. 

Sunday evening presumably on to Munich. Stay there: 
one day plus one night’s slecp, the latter presumably at 
16 Prinzregentenplatz. Then on to Obersalzberg, for 8 to 
14 days. 

This is far too short for me—and the Fuehrer, too, could 
do with a short time off to take a breath and ponder things. 
However, there’s a war on! 

Always your 


Enclosed the key to the metal trunk. 


M.B. to G.B. 


18.3.1943 
[I AM MERELY ANXIOUS THAT WE SHOULD NOT EXPOSE OUR- 


SELVES TO ANY REPROACH AND SHOULD HAVE NO CAUSE TO 
REPROACH OURSELVES. IT IS I WHO CONSTANTLY ASK OUR 
PROMINENT PEOPLE TO BEHAVE AS EXEMPLARY NATIONAL 
SOCIALISTS AND TO RESPECT THE RATIONING ORDINANCES! 
CONSEQUENTLY I HAVE TO BE THE FIRST TO SEE 1T IN MY OWN 
HOUSEHOLD. 

ON MARCH 16TH WE HAD A CONFERENCE OF THE COMMITTEE 
OF THREE.! GOEBBELS BITTERLY COMPLAINED ABOUT A NUMBER 
OF OUR PROMINENT PEOPLE WHO WERE OFFENDING AGAINST 
FOOD REGULATIONS, WHOSE WIVES CONCLUDED LABOUR CON- 
TRACTS WHICH WERE FAKES, ETC, 

PRECISELY BECAUSE I OCCUPY A POSITION OF TRUST WITH 
THE FUEHRER AND AM THE CHIEF OF THE PARTY HEAD OFFICE 
I HAVE TO REMAIN ABOVE ANY POSSIBLE REPROACH, 

THIS IS ALL THE MORE IMPORTANT AS THERE ARE SOME 


1 Sce above, p. xii. 
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PEOPLE WHO WOULD BE DELIGHTED TO MAKE MUCH OF IT IF I 
OR MY FAMILY WERE TO GIVE THEM A HANDLE FOR CRITICISM. | 1 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
30.6.1943 
My dear Daddy, 

Now you’re again on your journey, away 
from us, after the beautiful weeks we were allowed to have 
together. I hope the day’s rest you had today did you a lot 
of good—I would be happy if only I could have you here 
alone for some time so that you would really be able to relax. 
Let’s hope I have packed everything as you wanted it, and 
forgot nothing. I did think it out carefully. 

Sce you soon, my darling, keep well and arrive safely at 
Wolfschanze.? We love you so, all of us. 
Your Mummy and all your children. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 
- 6.7.1943 
My dearest girl, 
Doldi, who is flying to Berlin, will take with 
him a suitcase full ofsoiled linen, and these greetings to you. 
Schaub? mentioned briefly that today the Fuehrer once 
more praised me warmly and at considerable length. It 
always makes me wonder when I hear things like that. What 
an easy time the other Ministers and Reichsleiters have, 
compared with my sort of life! They rarely see the Fuehrer, 
but—they are able to organise their work-day as they please, 
1 Bormann often wrote his own comments on his wife’s letters by way of 
reply. These comments have been printed in capitals between square brackets, 
1 Wolfschanze (‘Fort Wolf’) was the name given to Hitler’s H.Q. at Rasten- 
burg in East Prussia 1941-1944. 
® Julius Schaub, Hitler’s adjutant. 
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and above all—the Fuehrer hears but seldom of their doings 
and if so, at first only positive things. 

Everything I do is done within sight of the Fuehrer, so 
that my faults or mistakes are never hidden from him. I do 
my very utmost to live and act in such a manner that the 
Fuehrer should remain satisfied with me; I am hard-work- 
ing; but whether I shall always be able to cope with the 
tasks entrusted to me, in the future as well, is an open ques- 
tion. It depends on my capacity and capability, which are 
on the decrease rather than the increase and which in any 
case I could not enlarge at will. Well, I shall do my level 
best. At any rate I appreciate my good fortune which made 
me one of the closest collaborators of this man. He really is 
the greatest human being we know of, not only the greatest 
German. Really, I was incredibly lucky to be called to his 
side. And I must be infinitely grateful to Destiny for having 
guided me on this path; whenever I look back on my life I 
notice many cross-roads and side-turnings. Destiny was very 
kind to me when it let me choose the right road time and 
again! And you are part of that lucky road! 

Ever your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


21.7.1943 
My dearest sweetheart, 


Today I have to write you a serious 
letter. 

As Frau Lutze! wishes to stay on in the house of the 
Chief-of-Staff, although the Gauleiter’s office has offered her 
several larger flats, I have been directed by the Fuehrer to 
inform all our prominent people that, on the death of a 
Reich Minister or Reichsleiter, the widow will not be per- 
mitted to retain her deceased husband’s official residence. 
This applies to you as well. I’m not in the least tired of life 

1 Widow of Viktor Lutze, commander of the S.A., who had been killed in a 
motor accident in May 1943. 
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nor have I any silly premonition of death. It is only that I 
regard such matters with great detachment, hence this letter. 
As you know, I might easily lose my life, either in an accident, 
or if an attempt is made on it, or something of the kind. 

Today I feel greatly annoyed that I didn’t buy the Bergle, 
in view of such a possibility. What money I lacked the 
Fuehrer would gladly have given me; there you would have 
had in any case a familiar and very nearly bomb-proof 
refuge. According to the instruction I am about to issue, 
you would have to vacate our house in Pullach as soon as 
possible after my death. You would also have to give up the 
place in Obersalzberg, even should the Fuehrer express his 
willingness to let you keep it until further notice. Presumably 
Evi would try to deprive you of this or that, for instance stop 
your getting things from the greenhouses or something of the 
sort, and you would do better not expose yourself to the risk 
of such a treatment. It is a thousand pities that at this 
moment there is scarcely a house for sale, thanks to the 
general fear of inflation; otherwise I would buy a cottage 
for you somewherc in the Black Forest. I say in the Black 
Forest, because you’re familiar with the region and above all 
because the Black Forest would be the safest place for you 
all, whatever turn the war may take. 

Of course I hope that I’ll safely survive the war and that, 
when it is all over, the Fuehrer will give me Krumbeck or 
another estate in Mecklenburg as endowment and entailed 
family seat. 

Never go to live in a big city with your children. They 
will grow up far better in Gernsbach than in Berlin. And 
don’t let the girls grow up in the neighbourhood of a 
barracks. ‘Many dogs bring death to the hare,’ as the saying 
goes, and the constant incitement of having many men 
nearby saddles even the oldest and least responsive girls 
with illegitimate children. 

And now, best-beloved, after this serious private epistle I 
have to turn back to my work. 

My best-of-all! Go on loving your 

M.B. 
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M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
23.7.1943 
My dear Heart, 

I hope this batch of rolls doesn’t reach you 
in a mouldy state again. I hope not, because this time they’ve 
been partly dried here before despatch. 

I have not yet had an opportunity to give my planned 
extensive report, there is never time for more than a report 
on the most urgent matters. The Fuchrer’s worries are 
heavier than ever. The Italians are bolting, exactly as they 
did in Russia, or they simply let themselves be taken prisoner. 
In actual fact Sicily is now being held only by our handful 
of Germans. 

If the Italians collapse it cannot remain without repercus- 
sions among the Hungarians, who are anyhow a treacherous 
lot, and among the Croats, the Rumanians and the rest. 

Keep fit and well, dear heart, and look after the 
children. 

Your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


25.7.1943 

My Mummy-Girl, 
With this I am sending you Schönleben’s 

book on Dr. Todt. 

On one ofthe occasions when Frau Todt was here she said 
it was rather dry. 

The photo on p. 23 is not a group of friends on a moun- 
taineering expedition, but one of our reconnaissance trips to 
the Kehlstein.! The ‘Friend from the University Ski-ing 
Club’ was Michaelis, hence probably the confusion. As far 
as I remember I myself made the snapshot. i 


1A beauty spot above Berchtesgaden, to which Hitler had built a tunnel 
and a lift in the mountain. 
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On the right you will recognise Herr Giggenbach, sitting 
because he didn’t feel safe standing; he is carrying a 
Fachinger-rucksack. Next on the right is Haupner, the 
Engineer, and then another young Engineer from Polensky 
whose name I can’t remember. 

If this weren’t war time, Frau Todt would have to get 
prints of all the good photos of Dr. Todt I took or happen 
to have in my possession. 

By the way: last night there was a heavy air raid on 
Hamburg—five hundred bombers! 

I hope that the deep shelter at home will be finished by 
the time they pay you their first visit. 

Your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


26.7.1943 
My beloved girl, 

I blame myself very much for having missed 
the chance with the Bergle house, for having lost time and 
so made a mess ofit. I should have bought it. I suppose it 
is impossible to find something else now? And presumably 
you haven’t heard from your friend either? In the Black 
Forest you would of course be much safer in every way than 
on the Obersalzberg where we have to expect visiting 
bombers any day now. I feel rather worried about you all, 
because our house isn’t bomb-proof by any means. If ever 
it is hit by incendiarics, not to speak of phosphorus bombs, 
you must all clear out at once, for within a second the 
wooden structure would burst into flames like a gigantic 
torch. 

What I would like best, I think, is for you to go with the 
children to Pullach until the deep shelter next to the Ober- 
salzberg house is ready for use. I have gingered things up 
again, but even so it will certainly take weeks before the 
deep shelter can be used. 
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If you don’t want to go to Pullach with the children, then 
you will have to get the kids dressed every time there is a 
first alert, and then take them to the shelter in the coal 
cellars, which is being completed at top speed. 

But in any case, do make another attempt to find out 
whether the Bergle house or another in that Black Forest 
district is going for sale. I don’t mind what I pay for it. 

However—to avoid any misunderstanding—we here are 
facing coming events with a stoic calm. 

It is clear, from the systematic and well-planned course 
they follow, that Badoglio and company? had been working 
out and preparing their venture in detail over a considerable 
length of time. A pity the Duce did not draw all the logical 
conclusions at the right moment and seize that gang of 
traitors, whose anti-Fascist attitude was no secret even from 
us. Since this morning all the flags are flying in Italy—that 
is, the royal colours only—while the papers are publishing 
hideous photos of the Duce. Some of them have already 
started calling him a criminal. And, as usual on such occa- 
sions, the mob has forgotten all merits of Fascism and is 
assaulting the local Party offices of the Fascists. It is 
‘Jubilate’ today and ‘Crucifige’ tomorrow! The Duce ought 
to have reckoned with this, but he failed to forge a Fascist 
instrument of power in good time; thus the Under-Secrc- 
taries of State in the Service Ministries were the first to 
refuse him obedience, and in the hour of danger he found 
himself alone. 

In the meantime things are developing rapidly, once set 
rolling. The whole nation, with exception of the staunch 
Fascists, is intoxicated with the slogan of ‘Peace’! The 
soldiers get drunk—in short, if the British were to land any- 
where today, all Italy would fall into their laps, and all the 
Italians round their necks! 

The Duce and his friends are under lock and key—for their 
own protection, as the others have the cheek to say. 


1 Marshal Badoglio had been entrusted by King Victor Emmanuel to form 
an Italian Government after the dismissal of Mussolini on 25th July 1943—the 
day before this letter was written. 6 
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Well, in a week’s time we'll know more. I wish it had 
gone and we could be content with its events. 
Heil Hitler! 
Your 
M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


26.7.1943 
. .. This has been a radiantly beautiful day, but now, in 


the evening, there is summer lightning on the horizon. Out- 
side it is pitch-dark, though there are stars in the sky, but 
the Berghof is still gleaming and the barracks too. They’re 
painting the upper walls of our house in a dark colour, 
aren’t they? But I wonder whether it wouldn’t be better 
to camouflage the base of the walls in the courtyard and on 
to the road as well? It seems to me that it shines brightly in 
the moonlight. ... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 

27.7.1943 

My Gerda darling, 

Today I have nothing to tell you except 

the one thing: 

You are my best-of-all! 
Keep well and take care of all your children. 
Always your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 
2.8.1943 
My darling Heart, 

I have just telephoned you again—at an 
hour that meant the middle of the night to you—and asked 
you to go back to Obersalzberg at midday. 

My reason: I have seen an enormous number of really 
horrifying photographs from Hamburg,! which show how the 


1The R.A.F. had bombed Hamburg with 700 aircraft on three successive 
nights (July 24-5, 27-8, 29-30). All German accounts agree that these were 
the most disastrous raids yet suffered. 
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whole catastrophe happened. People could no longer stick 
it in the smoke-filled shelters—such a city is turned into a 
veritable sea of smoke—and rushed out into the streets where 
the smoke was equally dense ; there the women’s silk stockings 
and dresses caught fire and they were burnt or choked to 
death, with the children. 

Admittedly, conditions at Obersalzberg are generally 
more favourable—thank God—because there we have no 
rows of houses or streets. But even so . . . our house is built 
of wood and would instantly burn like a huge torch if it 
were hit by incendiaries or by one of those cursed phosphorus- 
and-rubber things. 

For this reason I want you to leave the house with the 
children as quickly as you can, as soon as an alert is sounded. 
Then there are various possibilities : 

1. If there is time enough, you can go to the Kehlstein 
Tunnel, that is to say, all of you drive there in two Nürburg 
cars. It is the safest place of all. Of course the gates will 
have to be closed. 

2. You go to the hut on the Ofner-Alm. In any case you 
should get the hut equipped with everything necessary for 
such an emergency, including sufficient quantities of apple- 
juice and the like. In other words, at the first alert two 
closed Nürburg cars must instantly drive up at the house, 
with two drivers—you will have to arrange this with Geiger 
—who take you, all the children, Hilde, etc., up to the hut. 
Have a look at the track in day-time so that you can find it 
at once in the dark. 

3. Other possibilities: Ligeret, or the hut on the East 
slope. 

Please think it all over, have a look at everything together 
with Bredow,! and then let me know as soon as possible what 
you have decided. 

Always your 
M.B. 


15,5. Commandant of the Obersalzberg district. 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
13.8.1943 
Dearest husband, 

Just now Irmgard brought me these three 
letters from the children to you. Each by itself is so charac- 
teristic that I haven’t corrected or changed anything in them. 
Heiner’s is so very correct and sober: already now the whole 
letter inspires confidence. Helmut leaves out Ictters, but with 
all that he has something to tell. His letter starts off very 
nicely, but towards the end he can’t hurry too much for his 
taste. And Irmi’s is, on the whole, affected. She always 
wants to be particularly clegant and fastidious, and it usually 
goes wrong. Not only when she writes a letter: I have to 
draw her attention to it the whole time. This is, incidentally, 
the reason why Eike and Irmi don’t get on. Eike is utterly 
natural and something of a tomboy, so Irmi is to her rather 
like a red rag to a bull. All the same Irmi, too, is such a 
charming little thing. If only I can manage to straighten 
her out! 

We're having air raid warning No. 15 once again now, at 
three p.m., but today it doesn’t upset me. The peaks of 
Goll, Watzmann and Reiteralpe are shrouded in cloud, so 
they’ll think twice before flying here. Aren’t we going to get 
artificial fog apparatus? [oH YES, YOU WILL, IT IS ON THE 
way!] Then they couldn’t do a thing. [vEs, THEY COULD, 
BECAUSE WITH CERTAIN NEW GADGETS IT IS POSSIBLE TO SEE 
RIGHT THROUGH THE FOG—YOU HAVE SEEN THE PHOTOS 
YOURSELF, ARTIFICIAL FOG ISN’T A PANACEA, AS YOU MUST 
REALISE, AND QUITE APART FROM THIS IT IRRITATES THE 
MUCOUS MEMBRANES,] Berchtesgaden is anyhow covered in 
mist many evenings and mornings. Evi has again gone 
bathing in the Königssee with her guests, and she has taken 
Gertrud with her. She is very fond of the child, and it is 
nice for Gertrud too, because this year no one in this house 
has time for rambles. ... 
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Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


14.8.1943 
Dear Gerda, 

I am just about to change for dinner with the 
Fuehrer and Boris of Bulgaria—and find there is no suitable 
pair of trousers! 

Obviously I can’t put on the pair I am sending back with 
this, it doesn’t go with a tunic and least of all at a State 
dinner, I haven’t worn these trousers once this summer. 
You can use them for the children. 

Your B, 


M.B. to G.B. 
14.8.1943 
My dear girlie, 
Please have Ott mend my braces—then they 
will go on serving me for a long time. 


Your B. 
M.B. to G.B. 
Berlin, W.8, 64 Wilhelmstrasse 
17.8.1943 


Beloved, sweet, darling wife, 
What a shame that you cannot 
be here with me! 
As it is, I can only—alas—send you this suitcase. 
See you keep well, dearest, for my sake and the children’s. 
Always your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
19.8.1943 
My beloved girlie, 
I am simply too tired to write you a letter, 
with the best will in the world. As I told you already, this 
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tiredness has a very natural explanation: five to six hours of 
slecp is not enough, considering the whole terrific strain. 
I wish I could one day come home to have a real good sleep, 
but first I have to arrange all the new appointments for posts 
where there have been transfers—our diplomats call this 
sort of thing a ‘revirement?, the Duce used to call it a 
changing of the guard. As we are considerably less frivolous 
in appointing and dismissing people, it is more difficult for 
us. There is plenty of other work, too, and it is as important 
as it is urgent. 

You, my girl, my sweet darling, must have patience, you 
see. 

Take care of yourself and all your children. 

Love, 
your M. Bormann. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


30.8.1943 
Dearest Daddy, 

This has again been such a dear visit of 
yours, but it was a pity that it had to be so short and every- 
thing had to be done in haste. Still, I believe you made the 
most of your stay herc and had as much joy as possible with 
your children. Above all I’m so glad that you saw Krönzi as 
well on this round trip. Aunt Hilde said today when you 
were going out with your children: ‘Herr Bormann with his 
suite” I imagine no man could have a lovelier suite—and 
think how impressive it will look next year when the three 
little ones can come along too. But now, dearest, I have only 
one ardent wish: that you should get back safely to H.Q. 
Keep well, for the sake of your Mummy and all your child- 
ren. 


G.B. to M.B. 
2.9.1943 
Dearest Heart, 
Today Frau Bensieg, her daughter and the 
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daughters husband, Captain Pein, came to call on me. 
They told me a lot more about Hamburg and the raids... 

... Taking all in all, they did not tell me much that was 
new, only one thing is very important. The Peins had put 
their silver and family papers in a new strong safe at his 
office. Its walls were insulated with Kieselguhr, like all our 
own safes. And the silver was completely mclted, the files 
burnt so that it was impossible to decipher a word. In 
addition he had four old safes which were insulated with glass 
wool, and the files in them remaincd intact. He says this was 
a completely new thing even for the experts, who had 
regarded those thick Kieselguhr-insulated safes as absolutely 
secure. In fact, the only absolutely secure structures were 
the concrete vaults of the banks, which were lined with a 
steel vault. I went hot and cold when I heard this story, 
because all our safes are the Kieselguhr type. They will have 
to go to the deep shelters as quickly as possible. [ves.] 
That is the only place where they are secure. It is inconceiv- 
able that anything should happen to your important files or 
to the Fuehrer’s water colours. Now, what shall I do? Put 
at least the family papers in a trunk and take them to the 
Ligeret? [No, wait a BIT.] But then I would have to drive 
there every time I need something. I don’t know whether 
you have already had a report on this point, and so I wanted 
to tell you at once. [you ARE so GoopD!]... 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 

Ont 
Dearest Daddy, ee 
It was such a joy to me that you two now 
could go riding together. [FoR ME, TOO, IT WAS A HEART- 
WARMING Joy.] I still can’t quite realise that I have a great 
big son. The fourteen years with you have passed so swiftly, 
and now the children are quite grown-up and independent. 
Frau Pein told me yesterday that the Hitler Youth had 
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done wonders during those days of horror. Young boys of 
Krönzi’s age were on duty as messengers from 5 a.m. to 
10 p.m., others helped with the saving of property and guided 
people to reception centres. And the girls of thirteen took 
over the care for small children at the reception centres, and 
cooked all the communal meals, helping their leaders. She 
said the people of Hamburg were all tremendously proud of 
their Hitler Youth, and what this had meant for morale was 
beyond words... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


5-9-1943 

My beloved Gerda, 
I know that I could never have found a 
better, sweeter and more thoughtful Mummy-Girl than you. 


I am a lucky fellow! 
Your M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 
6.9.1943 
My darling girl, 
In great haste: 

Firstly, here the ration points I have savcd for your 
hungry sparrows, your own and the ones you have taken 
under your wing. 

Secondly, enclosed your letters with my comments. 

Thirdly, memoirs of the old Obersalzberg for our files. 

(I have sent copies to Dr. Wolffhardt and Fraulein Silber- 


horn.) 
Always your 
M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


i : y 7-9-1943 
«+. Our little one is due to arrive when the moon is full. 
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Daddy dear, during the first three days I couldn’t possibly be 
driven up to the Ligeret shelter together with the others, 
with a newborn baby, [QUITE TRUE] and we are bound to 
have an air raid alarm during that time [?]. Mightn’t I stay 
here in the house [yes] with the baby? If there is really a 
fire I shall still manage to get away to the woods with the 
child, if I am alone, [LET’s HOPE so] and anyway the risk is 
much smaller than a car journey with a new baby. [TRUE, 
I HAVE BEEN WORRYING ABOUT THIS FOR A LONG TIME!] Sister 
Lina is going to stay on with me for the first four days after 
the birth, even though it is very difficult for her to leave her 
clinic now. And then I shall soon be able to get up. [NO! 
YOU SIMPLY MUST STAY PUT FOR TEN OR TWELVE DAYS. 
BETTER TO STAY IN BED FOR AN EXTRA THREE DAYS IN TIMES 
LIKE THESE, AND KEEP ONE’S HEALTH, THAN BECOME A SICK 
WOMAN FOR LIFE. I BEG YOU EARNESTLY, ALSO FOR THE SAKE 
OF ALL THE CHILDREN, TO DO NOTHING SILLY AND TO TAKE 
CARE OF YOUR HEALTH!] Well, this is the most awkward 
time of all to have a baby, but then nobody could guess it 
in advance... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
9-9-1943 
My beloved Sweetheart, 

You can’t imagine how happy I am 
to have you, just you. Really, I couldn’t possibly have got 
hold of a better wife. And then there is not only you but all 
your kiddies as well. I am a lucky fellow, I am! . 

Not unnaturally there is great commotion here—Goebbels, 
Himmler, Géring and the rest have been called in. 

Marvellous to see the Fuehrer’s poise in face of the fan- 
tastic complications in the East, the South, and so on and so 
forth! The coming months are bound to be very difficult, 
now is the time to hold out with iron resolution. As I am 
expecting heavy raids on the Obersalzberg, I shan’t have 
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any peace in my mind until you are out of this danger zone. 
Let’s hope Helmut finds something suitable quickly. 
Heil Hitler! 
Your M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 
10.9.1943 
My dearest Swectheart, 
I am sending you a book on Orders 
and Medals, which I received today. 

It may well be that a Fuchrer is forced to reckon with 
the vanity of his fellow-countrymen and so to slap orders 
and the like all over them. As for me, I have all my life 
been content with my own inner satisfaction and that 
of the Fuehrer. For this reason I have such a feeling of dis- 
gust for the enclosed book that I don’t even want to look 
at it. 

Since I’ve always openly expressed my distaste for orders 
and medals, etc., I have been spared accordingly. 

Anyhow, I have accomplished more than could be ex- 
pressed in the form of decorations! 

Orders and so forth are no more a standard by which to 
measure genuine achievements than so-called popularity. 
Ley, for instance, is well known to the mass of the people, 
while I have deliberately avoided this type of notoriety. Iam 
accomplishing more, considerably more, but while my in- 
structions only reach the men of the leadership, his articles 
directly reach the whole people. 

All this, however, is said by the way and in a hurry. 

This rubbishy book about decorations and the like reminds 
me that, if ever there is a memorial ceremony after my death, 
there must under no circumstances be a cheap exhibition of 
cushions with rows of medals and so on. These things give 
a false impression. Any nitwit who has been chasing after 

1 Dr. Robert Ley, head of the German Labour Front. 
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that sort of trash can have several cushions covered with it, 
but a man who has been despising the trash will scarcely 
have a single cushion, in spite of all his capability and 
achievement. To put it differently, the man who lives on 
through his achievements has no nced of superficial, empty 
trash. A man of action must act because he cannot help 
himself. 
Fond love from 
Your M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


11.9.1943 
. .. The Fuehrer’s speech has done me a power of good. All 


the uncertainty of the last few days, all the anxious worry 
about ‘What next’ have blown away. And everyone who 
heard the Fuehrer has had the same experience as I. Never 
have I felt the power of his voice over people as strongly as 
this time. There is a world of difference between his speak- 
ing, and his proclamation being read by someone else. It 
isn’t only what he says, but the sound of his voice and the 
inflexion he gives it. Of course it all makes a much greater 
impression still on the others who hear him even less fre- 
quently than Ido.... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


16.9.1943 
My beloved girl, 
I quite realise that your move to the Black 
Forest has several disadvantages: 
1. I won’t be able to phone to you so easily or so fre- 
quently. 
2. I won’t be able to send you suitcases as easily as up 
till now, and your mail, too, will take correspondingly longer 
to reach me. 


26 


3. Now you have a vegetable and herb garden, so to 
speak at hand. In future, particularly in winter, supplies 
will be more difficult to get. I could not send a lorry to the 
new house more often than once a fortnight. 

4. Ofcourse your shopping is easier now, in a place where 
the tradesmen know you as a registered customer of years’ 
standing. 

5. Naturally I would post a suitable driver with a small 
car to you, because in the new house you won’t have a man 
like Hirschbiichler for house-steward, at least to begin 
with. 

6. Nevertheless and in spite of everything we ought to 
get moving quickly, as soon as the house on Schluchsee is 
ready and furnished. It will be at least three months before 
the deep shelters at Obersalzberg are quite completed, and 
so you would have to go with the children either to one of 
the damp shelters while they cannot yet be heated, or go up 
to the Ligeret, precisely during the cold season. It goes 
without saying that this might be extremely bad for you as 
well as for the children. Therefore I think it best to get the 
house in the Black Forest ready, and to move in there as 
quickly as possible. In any case it would then soon turn out 
whether the disadvantages or the advantages of moving 
house arc greater. 

7. The first thing to do is to take sufficient coal—and a 
generous measure of it !—out of our Obersalzberg quota and 
have it sent to the house on Schluchsee. I hope the cellars 
there are roomy and in good condition. 

Then we shall have to lay in enough potatoes, vegetables, 
fruit, etc., before the frost. For this, the cellars there must 
be equipped with the necessary boxes and shelves. 

I should like it best if I could have a look at it myself very 
soon. I would have preferred the house to be situated far 
away from any water reservoir and therefore also from any 
A.A. position, but this can’t be helped. 

Even so you will be safer there, after all, than on the 
Obersalzberg. And I want to know for certain that you are 
quite safe and secure, my dearest ones! 
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I have no money or property, but I have you, so I have 
far greater riches! 
Wholly yours, 
M.B 


I enclose a very instructive book about the saltings and 
lagoons of our Baltic shore. Mummy should read it, and so 
should Adolf-Martin and Eike, that is to say, my three big 
ones. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Newspaper Cutting 
‘In a village near Strakonitz, a six-year-old boy ate a 
great quantity of poppy-seed while a poppy field was being 
harvested. The boy fell into a deep sleep from which he 
never awoke, despite medical treatment.’ 
Also mothers who are breast-feeding their babies have to 
be very careful with things of this kind! 


B. 29.9. 
M.B. to G.B. 
8.10.1943 
A few Poznanian stamps for my dearest Mummy. 
M. 
M.B. to G.B. 
14.10.1943 


My dear Mummy-Girl, 
FOR YOUR INFORMATION ONLY. 

Should the British or Americans drop gas bombs, whether 
by mistake or not, they are sure to fail on our H.Q., on that 
of the Army, the Air Force, and so on. 

As the Obersalzberg is regarded as the permanent H.Q. 
of the Nazis, the place will, in the event, be given preferential 
treatment. 

After discussing the matter with the Fuehrer today, I have 
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therefore directed Bredow and Friedrichs! to organise a 
speedy issue of gas masks, etc., to the population of Ober- 
salzberg and Berchtesgaden. 

I am telling you this so that you should not raise objec- 
tions or put things off when Bredow calls in the near future 
to fit you all with gas masks. 

Always your 
M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 

16.10.1943 
... I am going to send Magda S., the little girl from G. who 
is here for her holidays, back to her home with the transport 
on Wednesday. We caught her in Horst F.’s bed, very 
actively occupied with him. She is an illegitimate child, and 
there are two more of the kind in the family, so it seems to 
be in her blood. Otherwise she is quite stupid and like a 
little animal, In winter, when we have to keep the children 
cooped up, she can’t stay with the others, she would infect 
them. ... 

«.. On Sunday, when it happened, Aunt Hilde was away, 
and when we told her the story about Magda afterwards, 
she refused to believe it, she said the girl was always so well- 
behaved and so stupid. And yet, anyone sees at a glance 
that Magda is a different type from the others. Horst and 
Fritz, too, need careful watching, but they are nothing worse 
than little urchins. Being town-bred they aren’t so ingenuous 
as ours, but they aren’t vicious. ... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


28.10.1943 
My dear little Gerda, 
My fondest thanks for the beautiful 
days you and your children gave me. I am full of happiness 
1 Officials in Obersalzberg. 
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because of you all, because of you and cach one of your 
children ! 
Keep well, all of you. 
Always your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
30.10.1943 
My Sweetheart, 

Those few days with you and all your chil- 
dren were lovely. Back here I am properly in the tread-mill 
again. In spite of all my industriousness—even in the plane 
I was reading hard!—a mountain of letters still to be read 
is looming before my eyes. And the Krüger girl! has 
warned me that there is a whole big suitcase full of mail 
which will keep me busy all the day long tomorrow, Sunday. 


31.10.1943 


I kept hard at it till nightfall, then I was so tired that I 
crept into my bed at 10 p.m. At midnight the Fugger girl 
woke me: the Reichsführer S.S. was on his way, he had 
rung up. I was furious and chucked her out, saying that for 
goodness’ sake she should let me have my sleep. 

A quarter of an hour later Linge? telephoned: the Fuehrer 
asked for my presence, he wanted to talk over a problem of 
the air-raid defence of Linz. So up I got, to the Fuehrer’s 
office,—half an hour’s discussion. Then I stayed and had 
tea—by that time I was wide-awake— which lasted till 2.30 
a.m. Thereupon I dictated the urgent stuff about the Linz 
affair, and now it’s 3.20. And so to bed, at once! 

Think in love of your 
M.B. 


1 Bormann’s secretary. 
® Heinz Linge, Hitler’s personal servant. 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
1.11.1943 
. .. Gretel thinks it is a luxury to knit and sew so much for 
the children, but it is the only way to keep them decently and 
warmly dressed. After all, it’s no longer possible just to walk 
into a shop and buy things. Clothing coupons are suspended, 
quite rightly, for all but the people who are bombed out, and 
this means one has again and again to ‘turn Old into New’. 
This year Hartmut has inherited all Gerda’s panties and 
vests, and Volker gets Hartmut’s. Gerda needs new ones. 
There is only artificial silk underwear in the shops, so Mummy 
has got to knit some. The children’s old pyjamas were used 
up by our holiday evacuees, so they have to get new ones. 
Eike can only wear two frocks out of last year’s lot, and so on. 
It is easiest with Helmut and Heiner, they simply slip into 
Krénzi’s shorts and under-pants, their shorts still fit, and 
they can wear the two green suits you bought for Krénzi at 
Lodenfrey’s, in 1939, as their Sunday best... 

. .. Please give the enclosed letter to the Fuchrer, it is to 
thank him for the roses and good wishes he sent on my birth- 
day. If you can’t come to Obersalzberg after November gth, 
I shall certainly come to join you and take Volker along. 
I love you so! 

Your Mummy. 


P.S. Have you any idea when Heinrich Himmler is com- 
ing? We’ve already put some rice aside for him. 


G.B. to M.B. 


15.11.1943 
. -- I also enclose a letter from Frau Rauh, which arrived 


today, and the announcement of Wolfhard Kreiner’s death. 
I wrote today to his mother. Oh Daddy dear, I’m realis- 
ing more and more that you are the only one who actively 
and permanently looks after widows and orphans. All the 
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others make promises, they may help once or even twice, 
and then they do no more. Therefore I am quite convinced 
that, without you, I should be left without support and all 
alone until my Krönzi could look after me—and that would 
take a long time yet. And then I could never again help 
all those people whom I now am able to help through a word 
or a recommendation because I am your wife. So, you see, 
Daddy dear, you must keep your health. We all need you 
so much, not only I and the children, but also Frau Todt and 
Frau Heydrich! and Frau Kluge and others more. And 
above all, what would the Fuehrer do without you? Nobody 
else is so selfless and so wholly devoted to the cause as you. 
With all the others there is a greater or lesser doses of am- 
bition and vanity mixed up with it. It was different with 
Heydrich and Todt, and probably it is different with 
Giesler? and Heinrich too, but even these two always need 
strength and stimulus from you... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


15.11.1943 
As a result of the modification of our frontlines in Russia 


we can hardly expect to get sugar from there this year. Next 
year sugar will be very short indeed. 
B. 


M.B. to G.B. 
19.11.1943 
Beloved Mums, 

I am so glad that you have your beloved 
eldest son with you today; it is lovely for him as well as for 
you and for the older ones among his brothers and sisters. 
The eldest, after all, has a special place in every mother’s 
heart; he signifies the first profound experience! 

I am very pleased to have got here in good time; my poor 


2 Widow of Reinhard Heydrich, Head of Reich Security Service and 
Protector of Bohemia and Moravia, assassinated in Prague on 27 May 1942. 

2 Presumably Paul Giesler, Gauleiter of Munich, and son of Professor Giesler, 
the Nazi architect (see below p. 81). 
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secretary, the Fugger girl, had to wait another half hour for 
the luggage car, and the result was that she was more than I 
hampered by the fog which is thickening every minute; now 
it is 10 p.m. and she hasn’t arrived yet. I was lucky. Below! 
could not fly at all yesterday because both taking off and 
landing were prohibited on account of the ground mist; 
Giesler, coming from Pleskau, only landed because it was 
impossible to keep the machine in the air. But then he flew 
with the courier plane, a JU 52; with our fast Condor it 
would have been more difficult because of its infinitely 
higher landing speed. 

You are greatly beloved; keep well, and take care of all 
my children. 

I am your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


23.11.1943 

The concertinas are Xmas presents! Do you want any 
toothpaste, combs, tooth brushes? I bought these things at 
our Fuchrer canteen! Go easy on the string, it’s pre-war 


stuff. 
Your M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 


23.11.1943 

My dearest Daddy, 
Today I have got to write to you again. 
For one thing, I’ve not heard a word from you the whole 
day, since all telephone connections in Berlin are out of 
order, and you have spoilt me so much that I simply must 
have a chat with you somehow before I go to bed. At this 
moment there is another raid on Berlin going on. I hope 


1 Col. Nicolaus von Below, Hitler’s Luftwaffe adjutant. 
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you’re sitting safely in the Chancellery shelter. I wonder 
where you will sleep tonight, now that your bed in the 
Kaiserhof has been burnt out? Where are all your men and 
the Krüger girl quartered now? It’s frightful, all this sense- 
less destruction by the Jewish horde! A while ago we had an 
alert, and Salzburg had an air raid warning; there were 
enemy aircraft over Bischofshofen. This morning Dr. Helmut 
called, he brought various things and told stories about 
Italy. Trade and commerce seem to be completely disrupted. 
Conditions are rather as we had them in 1918, and in 
addition a great deal of bomb damage. He thought that ina 
few wecks’ time Lombardy, too, would be in a state of com- 
plete and utter chaos, because the economic situation is 
untenable with nothing working but the black market. Still, 
no doubt he is going to tell you all about it himself... 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 
28.11.1943 
My dearest Daddy, 

I have just come from the Model Build- 
ing where I took out your correspondence with my father as 
you wished me to. You can imagine that the whole affair is 
hateful to me. [YES. IF IN 1935/6 YOUR FATHER HAD 
FOLLOWED THE FIRST INSTRUCTIONS I GAVE HIM ON BEHALF 
OF THE FUEHRER, HE WOULD HAVE SPARED HIMSELF AND 
OTHERS MUCH TROUBLE. BUT HE, OF ALL PEOPLE, TOGETHER 
WITH HIS REPULSIVE SCHNEIDER, SAW FIT TO DOUBT THAT 
THOSE INSTRUCTIONS HAD BEEN ISSUED BY THE FUEHRER. 
YOUR FATHER, OF ALL PEOPLE, SUSPECTED ME OF CHEATING !] 
The fact that my father, of all people, is causing you your 
greatest official difficulties [IN THEMSELVES UTTERLY NEEDLESS 
ones!] and that you have constant trouble through him 
makes me deeply sorry. I always feel a little guilty myself, 
even if it isn’t my fault in the least. The situation between 
you and him is one of the reasons why my own relationship 
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with my father has been highly artificial, and nothing more, 
ever since 1932, although I sometimes feel sorry for him. 
Each time I rang up Ammersee I chose an hour when I 
could hope to catch my mother alone. For, I am very fond 
of my mother, which after all is only natural. She has 
always been there for us children, while we used to regard 
Father mercly as a visitor. He never stayed with us for any 
length of time after 1914, and only since the Assumption of 
Power he has been home more often, when I was no longer 
there. And you know for yourself how kind and selfless 
Mother is, otherwise I don’t think she could have stuck it 
with Father; it was always she who had to resign herself and 
give in, and during the most difficult years she had nobody 
to rely on but herself, and had to see how to manage with us 
children. In spite of it all she only told us nice and kind 
things about our father, and she always forgave him when 
he was nasty to her... 

... I believe, even if we had twenty children, we would 
still be alone and dependent on each other in the end. 
Children arc always selfish. They have their own interests 
and circles, and have no consideration for their parents. 
When a child marrics it is lost to its parents. I think when 
my daughters marry I shall bawl and weep myself sick. I’m 
not so worried about the boys, they will always stick to us. 
But the daughters will, I hope, become good wives, and then 
they will have to stick to their husbands through thick and 
thin and discard everything else. Daddy, dearest! Now you 
will say that I have my head full of silly ideas, but these ideas 
do harass me often, even though I can’t even know, of course, 
whether I shall live to see all that, and anyway, things always 
turn out differently from what one imagines. Who could 
have thought, at the time when we married, that my father 
would one day work against you in such an ugly fashion? 
It was through him that we got to know one another, and 
everything seemed so clear and right.... 
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Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


8.12.1943 
Dearest Mums, 


Unfortunately I can’t send you more than 
these trifles! 
Allthe best to you and the children. 
Your M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


10.12.1943 
My dear girl, 

Please read the little book I am sending with 
this, Kingdom of This World, and make sure that none of our 
children gets depraved and diseased by the poison of 
Christianity, in whatever dosage. We cannot be too careful 
in this respect. 

Rutkovsky is certainly no lyrical poct, his verses are 
laboured, they show clearly that they didn’t come to himina 
flow but as often as not had to be laboriously sought for, but 
the general approach is right. 

And I repeat, during this Christmas time we must be 
doubly careful to see that a poison which is difficult to get 
rid of is not instilled in our children. 

Your M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


. 12.12.1943 
To my Mummy and all her children fondest Christmas 
greetings. Unfortunately I have no presents to send you. 
There is nothing to be found here, and Heim! no longer 
makes trips to Paris! 
Your M. 


1 Heinrich Heim, an official at the Fuchrer’s H.Q.. 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 
12.12.1943 
... When Heiner and Helmut went off to their evening 
meal, the rest of us started talking about folk songs, which led 
us to the Nibelungenlied and hence to the struggle between 
Light and Darkness in fairy tales, myths, history and daily 
life, and that our struggle against Bolshevism and the British 
is no other than the fight of Good against Evil, and that we 
feel this particularly clearly in the thoughtful mood of 
Christmas time. That the principle of Light, of the Good, 
always emerges triumphantly after all, and that no sacrifice 
is too great for the final victory of Light. [stop! rr IS NOT 
THE GOOD THAT TRIUMPHS IN THIS WORLD AND THIS UNIVERSE, 
BUT THE STRONG THAT TRIUMPHS OVER THE WEAK. THAT IS 
WHY WE MUST DELIBERATELY EDUCATE OUR PEOPLE THE 
HARD WAY, TO HARDEN THEM .. .] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 


23.12.1943 
My beloved wife, 


Apart from the Hausbuch, which you should 
read with your children, I have managed to find a few things 
after all, and so you will get another suitcase of which I 
enclose the key. 

A merry Christmas to you all! 
Your M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 
25.12.1943 
. .. My little people are playing, gaily and busily. This 
afternoon we shall have a birthday party for all the new dolls 
and for the old rejuvenated ones, complete with cocoa and 
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cake. Tomorrow afternoon Josefa comes here. I also intend 
to go up to the Berghof one of these days, to see Frau Speer 
and her youngest boy. Last night I felt so sorry for Evi. 
When I rang her up at about cight, she was in her room and 
sounded rather depressed. She has a bad cold and doesn’t 
feel at all well. I’m afraid this happens quite often of late. 
I’m sorriest for the Chief, really, who gets telephone con- 
versations and letters impregnated with this mood of hers, 
[just so] instead of something positive that would make him 
feel happy. If only she were fond of children, she might turn 
her life into something positive, [Just so] but I have a feeling 
that she finds even the two Schneider children more than 
enough for her, and that she simply cannot understand the 
happiness I enjoy through the children. [QUITE TRUE.] 

. You have made me so rich through all your children, 
they never let me have time to feel lonely and day after day 
they give me such a lot of happiness. I wish I could pass on as 
much as possible of it to you men, in your hard struggle. 
Above all I long to pass some of my sensc of happiness on to 
the Fuchrer. You, after all, carry the joy of your children 
within you, it can never be taken from you wherever you 
may be; the poor Fuchrer however cannot feel it at all, I 
suppose, [OH YEs] because he has no children of his own. 
That is why I am so immensely sorry for him. But even in 
this he is akin to the great Old Tritz.! [THE FUEHRER IS 
ALWAYS QUITE CHEERFUL, CHEERFUL WITH ALL HIS HEART, 
WHEN HE Is HAVING TEA WITH HIS FRIENDS DURING THE NIGHT, 
OR WHEN HE IS TRAINING HIS DOGS!]... 


G.B. to M.B. 
Obersalzberg 
29.12.1943 
. You will be less pleased with the letter from SS-Haupt- 
scharfuhrer Bormann, who apparently is determined to get 
in touch with you by hook or by crook. Is he the son or 
grandson of one of your father’s brothers? [r pon’r KNOW 


IFrederick the Great. 
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AND DON’T CARE] He scems to me to have a tremendous 
opinion of his own capability. I’ve read his letter to you and 
find it terribly importunate. But please don’t let it make you 
angry. [IT IS IMPORTUNATE INDEED. PLEASE REFUSE TO 
ACCEPT ANY FURTHER LETTERS FROM THIS ADDRESS. | 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
21.1.1944 
My dear Mummy-Girl, 

Lammers? and Terboven? have just 
left. The conference with our Norwegian visitors lasted from 
2 p.m. till 6.20 p.m. Before I dictate the minutes of the 
conference I want to take a few minutes’ breather. Enclosed 
the ration points for the last trip, so that daddy doesn’t rob 
his kids of bread and butter! If you were to cook for me 
all the time I should get much too fat, I like the taste too 
much! 

During the next few weeks I intend to have nothing but 
apple juice and a teaspoon-full of magnesia for breakfast. 
At Obersalzberg I noticed that I was ten pounds over 
weight. 

You said that M. must be an incredible girl because she 
managed to persuade me of the virtues of magnesia. But, 
my sweet, it is not she who is an incredible girl—I am an 
incredible fellow! You know that before there was nothing at 
all between M. and me, I just found her attractive because 
she was such a thoroughly good sort. When I met her again 
last October after all those years, I was simply overjoyed, 
beyond all measure. You can’t imagine how overjoyed I was. 
She attracted me immensely. And in spite of her resistance 
I kissed her without further ado and quite scorched her with 
my burning joy. I fell madly in love with her. I arranged it 
so that I met her again many times, and then I took her in 
spite of all her refusals. You know the strength of my will, 


1 Dr. Hans Heinrich Lammers, head of the Reich Chancellery. 
2 Josef Terboven, Reich Commissioner for occupied Norway. 
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against which M. was of course unable to hold out for long. 
Now she is mine, and now—lucky fellow!—now I am, or 
rather, I feel doubly and unbelievably happily marricd. 

M., good girl that she is, suffers the most violent pangs of 
conscience: she used to have quite a different view of women 
who ‘carry on with a married man’. And, above all, M. hasa 
bad conscience towards you. Though this is sheer nonsense— 
it was I who conquered her by force of my will! 

What do you think, beloved, of your crazy fellow? I don’t 
need your reply, for I know you. You can’t imagine how I 
rave about you to M. All the same she still believes that you 
couldn’t help feeling angry with her and would never like 
her again! 

What will come of it ? Well, obviously we aren’t pro- 
claiming our union to the four winds! 

M.’s father, the high civil servant and jurisconsult, hasn’t 
the faintest inkling. M. poured out her heart to her mother, 
who is a very nice woman, and the mother shed a few tears 
and—worrics only about you! M. insists that she would 
never be able to match your largemindedness. This has its 
advantages. I must never make her jealous, or she would 
run away from me. 

Oh, my sweet, you can’t imagine how happy I am with 
the two of you! Really, Heaven has been kind to me. All 
the happiness you have given me through your self and all 
the children, and now I have M. in addition! I shall have 
to be doubly and trebly careful now, and see that I keep 
well and fit. 


Fond love, 
Your M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 


23.1.1944 
My Sweetheart, 


Before Sunday passes like any other work- 
day you shall get a few lines, in a hurry. The enclosed 
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Bormann (extreme left), Keitel, Hider and Professor Morell (extreme right) at the Fuchrer’s Headquarters 


5. Hitler and Bormann (extreme right) outside Bormann’s house in Obersalzberg. 


manuscript, A Bridge over Death, was sent to me by Starke. 
Alas, how many splendid young men are mowed down by 
this war! Whole generations of Germany’s best future! 

You and I, my dearest girl, have really much to thank for: 
our life has been so rich and full, and it has given us so much 
happiness in our work and in our children! 

Think, in contrast, of all the worries that weigh upon the 
Fuchrer—and they are getting no lighter. In the final effort 
the wrestlers’ lungs start to wheeze, by which I mean, the 
difficulties are growing everywhere, on our side and on that 
of the others. It is just that we feel them twice and three 
times as much when it is a question of ourselves. Still, all the 
cares and bothers of life shall not deprive us of a merry 
heart, and therefore I sent you the little volume of songs, 
Little Mandolin, Barrel-organ-Man, and Spring. 

Starke was again in D. for a few days. I sent him 
to the M.s too, to help them to find a suitable flat with a 
more or less bomb-proof cellar. Their flat in the Lindengasse 
was close to the main railway line, therefore in a very 
dangcrous position during air raids; their present flat, a 
temporary solution, is on the Weisse Hirsch, has practically 
no heating, apart from various other drawbacks, and 
incidentally has no cellar that would be of any use. 

I am so glad that you have a secure refuge! 


Fondly your 
M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
24.1.1944 
My beloved Sweetheart, 


In reality I should like to write you 

a long letter. But it is impossible, I am afraid, because 

Goebbels may come any moment; he has to go on to Posen 
this evening. 

And so only this: you are the dearest woman alive in this 

funny old world, and I am more than happy to be the one 

who has you. I am a lucky fellow, and how! You are a 
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glorious and wonderful woman, infinitely loveable, but be- 
loved as well. 

Wonderful how you have put up, and are still putting up, 
with all my blunders, follies and occasional furious brain- 
storms! 

My darling heart, I must love you very much if I am to 
repay you all your love. 

Fond love, 

Ever your 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
24.1.1944 
My dearest, best Daddy, 

Thank you very, very much for 
your dear long letter. I had sensed for some time that there 
was something between you and M., and when you were 
here last I felt sure ofit. I am so fond of M. myself that I 
simply cannot be angry with you, and the children too love 
her very much, all of them. In any case she is far more 
practical and housewifely than I am [now coME, COME]. 
When she stayed in Pullach, she and I did the packing of 
our whole white china set, that is, she did the packing and 
I made the list, and only one plate was broken on the long 
transport. Altogether, in the last few years there has been 
nobody, except Ilse R., with whom I got on so well as with 
M. Funny that both girls are from D. and have both lost 
their fiancés in the war. M.’s fiancé was killed some time 
ago in Spain, that is why she has had time to get over it, 
while Ilse R.’s was killed as recently as at Stalingrad and 
she still feels it very deeply—to get over it, she is burying 
herself in work as she does. It is a thousand pities that 
fine girls like these two should be denied children. In 
the case of M. you will be able to alter this, but then you 
will have to see to it that one year M. has a child, and the 
- next year I, so that you always have a wife who is mobile. 
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[WHAT A WILD IDEA!] Then we'll put all the children to- 
gether in the house on the lake, and live together, and the 
wife who is not having a child will always be able to come 
and stay with you in Obersalzberg or Berlin. [THAT WOULD 
NEVER DO! EVEN IF THE TWO WOMEN WERE THE MOST INTI- 
MATE FRIENDS. EACH STAYS BEST BY HERSELF. VISITS, ALL 
RIGHT, BUT EVEN THAT WITHOUT EXAGGERATION.] There is 
only one thing I don’t quite like: that you went together to 
Alt-Rehse [wHaT’s THAT?], because I don’t care a hoot 
about Helmut Vehrs, but I hope Frau Vehrs didn’t smell a 
rat, she is so narrow-minded and might comment on it, as 
Frau Deuschel did that time with the little Swedish girl who 
died afterwards. You’d better take M. here with you, then 
nobody can say a thing. Once she has a child she can’t go 
on as an actress anyway, so she will be much better off here. 
That she shouldn’t have a child is something which seems to 
me out of the question, you being you. [YOU’RE STUPENDOUs !] 
Only, I must first get rid of Aunt Hilde who is difficult any- 
how. As soon as the holiday evacuce children go home, she 
can go too. With our own children she has no contact at all, 
none of them can stand her. We all like M., we like her 
much better even than Aunt Anni. In her hands, I wouldn’t 
mind leaving the children at any time, without worrying. 
She would bring them up with the same tenderness and in 
the same spirit as I do. Only in one thing, dearest, you will 
have to be careful with her and educate her very gently. She 
isn’t a churchwoman, but at the same time she is not yet 
quite free of the Christian faith. If you attack Christianity 
you will only make her stubborn, [TRUE] not because she is 
a Christian by conviction, but purely out of a spirit of con- 
trariness. [TRUE, THAT SPIRIT IS VERY STRONGLY DEVELOPED 
IN HER!] Give her enlightening books, but do it discreetly, 
and then she is sure to come to the right conclusion’in due 
course. Well, now I’ve said everything I wanted to say. You 
see, I love you so much, all I wish for is that you should 
always be happy and that all our children should be all 
right. 

Good-night, my Sweetheart, don’t diet too much for your 
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mre, 


slimming, or you will only get bad nerves, and that is some- 
thing I can’t bear because it always affects me and, through 
me, the children. We want a daddy who is healthy and 
cheerful. 
I love you more than I can say [AND VICE VERSA]. 
Your Mummy. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 
25.1.1944 
My Sweetheart, 

Just imagine: yesterday Dr. Goebbels asked 
me whether Brandt! is going to be made Minister of National 
Health, and this morning Ley rang up with the same ques- 
tion! At long last various people realise Brandt’s very 
obvious aim, which he admittedly camouflaged quite 
cleverly at the beginning. Here we see Brandt rarely nowa- 
days, one might say, only when he wants a rest; he is 
entrenching and installing himself in Berlin! 

Morell,? too, regards with concern what Brandt is doing, 
as he told me last evening, especially since Brandt has now 
taken the chemical industry with its production of pharma- 
ceutics ‘under his wing’, with the assistance of Comrade 
Speer. 

As soon as our deep shelter has been thoroughly heated 
so that it is no longer damp and its walls are properly 
finished, we intend to take down a few cupboards, or rather, 
as many cupboards as possible. It’s better to have to run 
up and down stairs if one wants something out of them, than 
to lose irreplaceable stocks in a fire. And such a loss would 
be certain, because everything that isn’t burnt is ruined by 
water from a fire-hose, as everyone knows! 

Look after yourself, dear Heart, and take care of the 
beloved children for me. 

Your M. 


1 Karl Brandt, Hitler’s surgeon. 
3 Theo Morell, Hitler’s personal physician, a bitter enemy of Brandt. 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
27.1.44 
. .. Dearest Heart, the thought of M. still obsesses me, I am 
afraid it will take some time till I have quite got over it. Of 
course I’m not angry with the two of you, nor am I jealous. 
This was something that overcame you, just as you are often 
assailed by an idea or a desire and then carry it out imme- 
diately in your headlong, resolute fashion. You’re quite as 
unpredictable as your mother. But she would be wildly 
angry with you ifshe knew about it. [yes.] I’m only worried 
whether you haven’t given that poor girl a frightful shock 
with your impetuous ways. [AT FIRST, NO DOUBT I DID.] Does 
she really love you, then? [I BELIEVE SHE LOVES ME VERY 
MUCH. OF COURSE IT DOESN’T GO SO DEEP AS OUR LOVE DOES; 
FIFTEEN YEARS OF ONE’S YOUTH, RICH IN SHARED EXPERIENCE, 
AND TEN CHILDREN WEIGH HEAVILY IN THE SCALES.] You say 
in your letter that you now are doubly and both times 
exceedingly happily married. Beloved, does she love you as 
a married wife should, and will she remain yours for good 
even if she cannot bear your name? [FUTURE ALONE WILL 
sHow.] It would be a good thing if a law were to be made 
at the end of this war, like the one at the end of the Thirty 
Years War, which would entitle healthy, valuable men to 
have two wives. [THE FUEHRER IS THINKING ON SIMILAR 
ıınes!] So frighteningly few valuable men survive this fate- 
ful struggle, so many valuable women are doomed to be 
barren because their destined mate was killed in battle— 
should that be? We need the children of these women too! 
[ABSOLUTELY, FOR THE STRUGGLES TO COME, WHICH WILL 
DECIDE THE NATIONAL DESTINY.] The decisive pre-condition 
is, of course, that the two wives get on well, which will be 
difficult in most cases. When I got your letter, I felt as if I 
were your mother or your elder sister, [you ARE, AFTER 
ALL, MY DEAR, WISE, UNDERSTANDING COMRADE IN LIFE!] 
It must be a rare thing that a husband writes such letters 
to his wife. I had to think of Prince Pückler’s love letters to 
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his wife, while he was in England in search of a bride.! He 
didn’t find one, and you didn’t search for one, so the situa- 
tion is quite different in each case, but even so it is somehow 
odd for a man to write to his own wife about his love for 
another woman. That your love for me is affected by it I 
can’t believe either, [NOT IN THE LEAST, QUITE THE OPPOSITE !] 
after all, I myself don’t love my elder children any less if a 
new baby arrives. I only think that now all the beautiful 
love songs no longer apply to me [sıLLY-BILLY ! 1]. M. is the 
radiant young girl you are in love with. We love one another 
very much, which is something quite different. The song 
of ‘Annchen von Tharau’ is the only one which holds good. 
I am racking my brains how it will work out. M. is a girl 
of strong and deep feelings, and in the long run will not be 
content with this role of a secondary wife, and will chafe 
under it, [I DON’T THINK so] even if she may not confess it 
to you. And surely your relationship with her must not be 
a mere brief intoxication, she is far too good for such a thing. 
You see, all these thoughts are keeping me awake. Now it is 
again past midnight. It has nothing to do with our love for 
one another, it is just my anxious worry for you, my infinitely 
beloved husband, 
Your Mummy. 


[MY DARLING MUMMY! YOU ARE WONDERFUL AND I LOVE 
YOU MADLY !] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
28.1.1044 

My darling Mummy-Girl, 
I’m deeply grateful to you for your 
understanding letter. You really are the dearest thing I have 
on this earth. I’d wanted to sing you a long pzan of praise, 


1 Prince Pückler-Muskau (1785-1871), who aspired to be the German Byron, 
divorced his wife in order to go to England and find a richer; but failing, 
returned and re-married his former wife. He wrote Briefe eines Verstorbenen 
(Letters from the Grave), 1830. 
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but duty calls again and I shall have to continue another 
time. For now I’m just sending this, so that the suitcase can 


go. 
Affectionately your ever more fondly loving 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 
31.1.1944 
My darling, 
By now you must be sitting in the train with 
Schaub and on the way to Berlin. [MUMMY, MUMMY, YOU’RE 
JEALOUS! OH, T VE BEEN NOTICING IT EVER SINCE YOU GOT MY 
LETTER. YOU SILLY-BILLY!] I’m with you in thought all the 
time. Do you feel it? I should so much have loved to have 
gone to Alt-Rehse this time, to spend a day or two with 
VOUT as 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 
2.2.1944 
. .« Daddy, I’ve been thinking a lot lately about Mahomet 
as a Law-giver. He really was a very clever man, and I 
wonder whether some of the Mohammedans’ efforts to 
modernise themselves will work out favourably. ... 
. .. Then there is the prohibition on wine for his followers. 
After all, in a hot climate wine is much more dangerous 
than in ours and would have made his people unfit for battle. 
But then, what wonderful fellows those Mohammedans were 
in the scientific field—they put the whole Roman Church to 
shame with their astronomy and geometry. And for 
Mahomet, who let his faith be spread by fire and the sword, 
the introduction of polygamy ‚was an absolute necessity. 
How else could he always have raised enough soldiers? It is 
just another proof of the miserable pettiness of both the 
Christian churches that these three points were always 


47 


interpreted to us as symptoms of the utmost backwardness 
and barbarism... . 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 
4.2.1944 
... Frau E. brought me the petition addressed to you today. 
She herself has a good reputation here. Her sister is ap- 
parently very temperamental and rash, she very likely did 
say some foolish things, but not what she is alleged to have 
said. Apparently she signed the charge-sheet at the Gestapo 
without reading it through so as to get away quickly. It 
was only when she was under arrest pending trial that she 
realised what she’d signed. It seems that she was denounced 
by a woman working in the factory, with whom she had 
quarrelled repeatedly. [1 GAVE THE LETTER TO K.] How much 
simpler everything would be if only people would think a 
little more and talk less rubbish! How right Luther was when 
he said: The tongue is a little limb and works great evil. 
[PLEASE IMPRESS THIS LESSON MOST URGENTLY ON YOUR 
CHILDREN! SILENCE IS USUALLY THE WISEST COURSE. AND ONE 
SHOULD BY NO MEANS ALWAYS TELL THE TRUTH, BUT ONLY 
WHEN SUFFICIENT REASONS MAKE IT REALLY NECESSARY. ONE 
CAN’T BE CAREFUL ENOUGH IN JUDGING PEOPLE.] When one 
has let something slip in a fit of temper or from carelessness, 
one can’t ever take it back afterwards, and often a whole 
family is ruined as a result.... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


5.2.1944 
My dear Mummy-Girl, 


You’ve no reason whatsoever, to be 
jealous, and I’ve told you so before, because it’s quite 
impossible to wipe out or belittle fifteen years of experience 
shared with you while the struggle was still on, our ten 
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children, and all the love you have shown me during those 
fifteen years. 

Moreover, you are of National Socialist stock; as a Nazi 
child you are, so to speak, dyed in the wool, your colour 
doesn’t fade in the sun or in the wash and it doesn’t run, and 
no one knows better than I do what that means. Only too 
many claim or even believe they are all this, but are not. 

Frau Vehrs, for instance, has at times rather serious lean- 
ings towards Catholicism. Her parents are Roman Catholics 
—I noticed that last time from a conversation with M. when 
they discussed Angela as a Christian name. And this time 
Gesche had to sing the carol about the Manger at Bethlehem, 
and her childish prattle showed that Frau Vehrs must have 
told her about the Infant Jesus and so on and so forth. 

It wouldn’t surprise me to find her next in a Catholic 
church. 

Ergo: The more women I come to know, the more whole- 
heartedly I learn to appreciate you. 

Well, there you are: you are the best-of-all! What more 
do you want, beloved? 

I am your 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


10.2.1944 
My beloved Daddy, 

Tonight, while you were working, I was 
thinking about the pamphlets you’d given me to read, and 
here are my ideas on the subject. 

1. It is important to make sure that, whatever measures 
are introduced, they shouldn’t provide a pretext for un- 
scrupulous men to have sexual adventures all over the place, 
under the pretence of wanting children. This would only 
lead to much misery, and children born in those circum- 
stances would be of no value to the community. 

2. Inno circumstances should the mothers of such children 
be given a status inferior to that of legally married women; 
and any man who is sound in body and mind, and a valuable 
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member of the community, should have an opportunity of 
contracting one or even two additional unions. The State 
would recognise these unions and ensure that the second 
woman should have the chance of living under exactly the 
same conditions as the wife proper, in a household of her 
own with her own children where the father would come and 
see her, say, once a fortnight. Experience shows that such 
relationships are often very happy. The man, free from the 
minor irritations of everyday life, brings to them a freer 
spirit. Such unions would be recorded with the civil 
authorities and would be considered to be as valid as a 
marriage. 

It might be done along the following sort of lines : 

‘I, Martin Bormann, born 17th June, 1900, declare that, 
with the knowledge and consent of my wife Gerda, born 
23rd October, 1909, I wish to contract a National Emergency 
Marriage (Volksnotehe) with M. This union shall have the 
same validity before the Law as my first marriage.’ 

For her part, the wife would make the following declara- 
tion before the civil authorities: 

‘I, Gerda Bormann, née Buch, consent to the decision of 
my husband, Martin Bormann, to contract a National 
Emergency Marriage with M., and I agree that this union 
should have the same validity as the ties which unite us.’ 

In cases where the wife refuses her consent, she would have 
the right to accuse the husband of adultery and obtain a 
divorce, just as she could under present law, with all the 
rights granted to a divorced wife. The guilty party would 
then be in a position to marry the other woman. 

How does that strike you? 

Mummy. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 
Wolfschanze 


18.2.1944 

Dearest, 
The enclosed memo for Knöpfel will interest you. 
Please read the Maxims on God and Divine Matters published 
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in the Münchener Lesebogen. Personally I would have worded 
the maxims somewhat differently from Stammler, but other- 
wise I agree with them. 
Affectionately, all your 
M.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
17.2.1944 
COPY 
Memorandum to Party Comrade Knépfel 
You recommended to me Bruno H. Biirgel’s book The Seed 
and the Crop, Reflections on Life and Death. 

This book of Biirgel’s certainly does not deserve support, 

Previously I advocated that Bürgel’s books on the Universe 
should be given a wide circulation, since public knowledge 
of the infinity of the universe is so slight as to be positively 
frightening. Even the majority of so-called educated people 
believe that there is only one sun! 

Yet man can see what he calls God or Omnipotence in the 
right perspective only if he possesses the necessary insight, an 
insight it is for us to convey to him without fail ; that is to say, 
whatever measure of insight is attainable by the individual 
according to his gifts and, altogether, according to the 
existing level of knowledge and science. It is perfectly logical 
that, so long as people did not even know about Australia 
and America, their conception of God, of Omnipotence, or 
of the Universe, was bound to be different from that of our 
own day, when understanding and findings have been con- 
siderably extended. 

Bürgel’s reflections on life and death are the reflections of 
an old man grown tired in every respect. Bürgel’s concept 
of death is not our concept, for Bürgel rates death in the 
hitherto accepted fashion, that is, as a conclusion. 

Bürgel’s whole approach is also wrong because, in line 
with the bourgeois ideology of the past, he takes the single 
individual as his starting point instead of appraising the 
whole nation. 
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In reality there is no such thing as death, no complete 
extinction ofa human being. After all, the first thing we have 
to bear in mind is that any human being that has come to life 
lives on in his every manifestation. Every stone he has ever 
thrown, every thought that has ever passed through his mind, 
each drop of sweat he has shed, let alone every major task 
and achievement, has left its mark and, through all these 
manifestations, every human being lives on for ever. 

National Socialist reflections must emphasise this aspect 
and not, as Bürgel does in his book, continually speak of 
enigmas in an entirely wrong way. The effect of an approach 
such as Bürgel uses in his book can only be to drive people 
straight into the arms of some form of mysticism. 

In short, we must on no account lend our support to this 
book of Biirgel’s, for what it produces is not insight, which 
would be genuinely useful, but only harm, since Biirgel’s 
considerations are quite revoltingly superficial. 

I do not believe that Bürgel is still young enough to be 
capable of contributing to the definition of our aims. 

A few more comments on this subject, which pressure of 
work prevents me from dealing with more exhaustingly : 

(a) Christians ought never to have represented the pheno- 
menon they call Death as a fearsome, ghostlike, bone-rattling 
creature armed with a scythe; Christians ought to have 
represented this Death as the kindly gate-keeper to a better 
hereafter. 

(b) Superficially considered, and according to the 
Christian concept, a man is alive as long as his heart con- 
tinues to beat; he may be a complete moron, but according 
to the Christian concept he is alive. 

(c) Films and gramophone records, music, books and 
buildings show clearly how vigorously a man’s life and work 
go on after his ‘death’. And in that way every man lives on 
beyond his so-called ‘death’, whether we feel it or not, 
whether we are aware of the individual names or not. The 
Chief Forester of Dreyse lives on in every bicycle, Benz and 
Ford in their cars, and so on. 

(d) So there is no such thing as death according to our 
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view! On the other hand, according to the crudely 
materialistic Jewish-Christian view, there is, understandably 
enough, such a thing as death. 

(e) A man’s physical extinction denotes neither death nor 
parting. People who separate on purpose often start by 
thinking that the other has been wiped out and is, as it were, 
dead, through complete separation in space. What a mis- 
take! Often enough the one who has been left lives in the 
other’s consciousness after the separation more intenscly 
than ever before, more than while they were together. 

(f) To sum up: As long as we see someone merely as an 
insignificant physical phenomenon, our vision of him is far 
from complete. After all, a man does not consist only of a 
morsel of flesh, but also of the sum of all the ways in which 
his life has expressed and impressed itself. 

(g) The Christian idea of the birth of a human being is 
just as superficial and foolish as the Christian idea of death. 
A man does not come alive only at the moment of his birth 
or his conception, but—even at a superficial glance—from 
the moment when the pre-conditions of the semen developed 
in his father, and those of the ovum in his mother. Now work 
out how far it goes back...! 

(h) For the above-mentioned reasons it is imperative that 
we should propagate knowledge about the nature of the 
universe among the mass of our people. A start can be made 
even now by publishing brief, informative notices in news- 
papers and periodicals. 

As it happens, I found the following paragraph this even- 
ing in the Hamburger Illustrierte, in the column ‘New Know- 
ledge’: 

‘The Andromeda Nebula, a stellar world of its own similar 
to our Milky Way, has a diameter of approx. 80,000 light 
years, a radiance equal to that of 660 million suns, and is 
equal in substance to 30,000 million suns. In 1885 a par- 
ticularly bright star was discovered in this Nebula, whose 
radiance is a hundred million times greater than that of the 
sun.” 

M.B. 
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M.B. to G.B. 
21.2.1944 
My dear girlie, 

I have had to send M. another epistle. Keep- 
ing cool in the face of danger is not by any means her strong 
point. Every air raid warning frightens her to dcath, and she 
adores imagining the most frightful things. 

Hence that letter. For Heaven’s sake, don’t ever let on that 
you have had a copy. 
Your 
M.B. 


COPY 
21.2.1944 
My dear M., 

A few supplementary remarks on the subject 
already discussed, viz.: Convinced Catholics or Protestants 
should in reality be neither worried by life nor afraid of 
death—don’t protest, it’s quite true !—for they should value 
sorrow, pain and anguish as the honey-sweet prelude to 
eternal bliss. 

On the second point: What is it we Nazis want? We want 
to adapt our people to the laws of nature, that is to say, we 
want to make it fit for the ineluctable struggle for existence. 

This struggle exists, whether we like it or not, whether we 
reject or accept it. This world of ours is, after all, no paradise 
and can never be one, because every renewal, every change 
presupposes action. 

Just as the individual—as every individual creature, be it 
animal or plant—must assert and maintain his existence, so 
must the nation as a whole. 

Anyone who feels himself to be a creature of this life and 
encompassed by this life, in other words, by the will of All- 
Highest, of Omnipotence, of Nature, that is to say, by the 
will of God,—anyone who feels himself to be merely one of 
the countless meshes of the web we call a people—cannot be 
frightened by the hardships of this existence. He will really 
fare as in the old hymn: ‘No harm can ever touch me...’ 
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We are woven into the eternal pattern of all life, that is, the 
cycle of Nature, and it cannot be otherwise. 

This is what you should bear in mind, and not quite un- 
necessarily make your life more difficult with thoroughly 
foolish nightmares and fears. 

In your premature fear of air raids you seem to me just like 
a schoolgirl, who, at the age of ten, is scared stiff of the labours 
of child-birth. | 

For goodness’ sake, wait tillit happens! You have enough 
intelligence and commonsense not always to be imagining 
appalling future possibilities, but rather things that leave you 
confident and in any case things that are realistic. 

Oof! You always turn me into a preacher! Now be a good 
girl. After all, you must see it yourself, this is not a costume 
that fits me. 

Affectionately, 
Your M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
14.3.1944 
Eike wanted to go to the pictures to-day—to see some love 
story or other. I didn’t allow it. Please keep an eye on her! 


(undated) 
I like you more than I can say, and if you get still slimmer, 
T’ll like you even more (much more is impossible !). 


(On his visiting card as 
Reichsleiter Bormann.) 
3.6.1944 


M. 


I like you more and more. 
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M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
15.7.1944 


My beloved Mummy-Girl, 


We got back to our Wolfschanze 
yesterday—with its seven-metre deep dugouts, it now really is 
a bastion in modern shape. 

Our return was urgently needed. Surprisingly, this war 
shows more and more clearly that it is the Fuehrer and his 
Party followers who are imbued with a savage determination 
to carry on with the fight and resistance, and not the military 
officers, among whom it should have been the more pas- 
sionate and intense, the higher their rank. 

The Fuehrer had to come here in person to stiffen the— 
often disgustingly weak-kneed—attitude among the officers 
and hence among their men, to make himself perfectly clear, 
and to strengthen his influence on the men. 

Į am very thankful that I was allowed these four and a half 
months with you, and can only reproach myself with not 
always having treated you as you deserve. Please, do take 
things very easy for a while, for these four and a half months 
have been a great strain on you, too. And you must keep 
well for my sake and the children’s. 

In any case, prepare the children’s move to Haus-See on 
ist August, that is to say, Inge with Eva and Gerda. 

Have you arranged for some nice bombed-out children 
from the Buchenhöhe to be selected to go along? If not, do 
it at once. 

Nowadays, we cannot, with a good conscience, keep any 
house unoccupied. So, until you need it yourself one day, 
Haus-See must always be suitably utilised. You will have 
to think this out carefully. 

Have you discussed all the necessary with Helmut? 

The duration of our stay here is still entirely uncertain; 
it depends exclusively on the war situation in the East, West 
and South. 
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But duty calls again. I love you more than ever, and your 
children too. 
All your 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 
18.7.1944 
Beloved, darling Mummy-Girl, 

I realise doubly here how 
lovely it was to be with you. Even with primitive things, 
food for instance, it is noticeable, although I really don’t 
overrate the importance of food. Today at lunch, for 
instance, we had machine-minced savoy and spinach ‘a la 
salon Schelling’. How different from Mummy’s nice soups 
and roast potatoes, etc. 

In other respects, too, I must entirely readjust myself. For 
the time being, the East Prussian climate doesn’t suit me at 
all. I’ve had a lot of headaches and have had to take Cora- 
min several times already, owing to the heavy overwork. I 
really shouldn’t tell you this, so that you shouldn’t worry 
unnecessarily. By the time you get this letter, I shall pro- 
bably have got used to the continental climate of these low- 
lands. I really only mention it so that you should know how 
much better off I was with you, how important you are for 
keeping me fit. 

I’ve had the two enclosed letters from M. She really looks 
enchanting on the little photo, it’s one of her best! 

Please’ ring up Granny frequently; it gives her pleasure, 
and pleasure is the best medicine. 

Please take great care of yourself. You must keep your 
health for our sake. Please take it easy for once, while I’m 
away. Keep on remembering how much depends on your 
health now and in the future. Please! 

Z cannot and must not take it easy these days, but you 
simply must on account of the children. 

I love you more than ever, you wonderful creature! 

Always your 
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M.B. to G.B. 
18.7.1944 

Not much news from here. I haven’t seen Heinrich H. yet, 
all we have done is to telephone. 

Darges is going back to his unit at the front, so Schaub 

told me this afternoon. For the present I can only gucss at 
the reasons for this transfer. 
.. . In the meantime, I’ve discovered what happened to 
Darges: at today’s midday conference, at which the serious 
situation on the East Prussian fronticr was discussed and the 
Fuehrer’s nerves were, understandably enough, very 
strained, he was inattentive, was talking about other matters 
with some officers—he’s no longer in favour with the Fuehrer 
—he made himself disagreeably conspicuous; the Fuchrer 
got annoyed and said he would be transferred to the front! 

Things are pretty serious here—the Russians have reached 
Augustow near the East Prussian fronticr, and if their 
armoured units press on any further, we’ve nothing to stop 
them for the time being. At this moment things are really 
touch and go, and if the Russians break through anywhere 
with tanks and enough armoured cars, etc.—and that’s not 
difficult at present—we have no effective weapons to throw 
in against them in the hinterland behind our thin front line. 

The new units which are being formed still lack the 
necessary anti-tank weapons! 

As you sce, we have plenty of worries, and it’s a good thing 
the Fuehrer is here. It would hardly be possible to keep 
control of each arising situation, or of the people, from back 
there. 


Always your 
M 


M.B. to G.B. 
18.7.1944 
8.30 p.m. 
My darling girl, 
I’ve just been talking to you. 
You dearest, good, wonderful person! That’s not gushing, 
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Jor me these are sheer statements of fact. It’s only natural 
that other people shouldn’t know you nearly as well as I do; 
quite unnecessary too! You can’t imagine how happy I am 
when I hear your beloved clear voice! The more women I’ve 
come to know in my life, the more clearly I’ve recognised 
your worth. There isn’t one who comes anywhere near you 
from any point of view whatever. What a lucky fellow I am 
that, horrible, wild ruffian that I am, I found you! Destiny 
has really treated me with extraordinary kindness. And 
I’ve been granted fifteen years of happiness with you, and 
you’ve presented me with so many healthy children! If I 
come out of this war alive, I will ask the Fuehrer as soon as 
possible for an estate like Krumbeck, so that I can settle you, 
best beloved, and your children there in a reasonable 
manner. How beautiful it would be if this dream were to 
come true! Then Krumbeck would have to be entailed, to 
ensure that it remains a family possession. 

But for the moment, you are our most valued family 
possession, for me as for our children. 

Keep fit and well for us, darling Mummy, beloved wife! 

If we could do it together, all of us, your children and 
Daddy, would shout in chorus in the early morning, at noon, 
in the afternoon and in the evening: Who is our dearest, 
best and loveliest lady? —Adummy! 

All your 
M. 


M.B. t0,G.B. 
19.7.1944 
My dearest Sweet, 
Today the sun is shining here. I am busy; 
Koch! and Dargel are with me, I’ve had a talk with the 
Reich Marshal, another brief talk with the Fuehrer; lengthy 
conferences with Klopfer and Co. are before me, and it will 
go on like this for the next few days. 
The Fuehrer, too, is up to his eyes in work. Today he 
is seeing Kesselring among others, tomorrow the Duce. The 
1 Erich Koch, Gauleiter of the Ukraine, 
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day after we shall have a large-scale conference with 
Goebbels, Speer, etc., at Lammers’ office, about a new cam- 
paign to rake out men for the forces, on Saturday another 
conference here at the Fuehrer’s. So you sce, we are hard at 
it, and unless the Devil himself intervenes we should be able 
to overcome this ugly mess, this mucky situation, which we 
owe to the failure of a number of generals. 
So don’t you worry too much! But now I must stop, 
duty calls. 
Always your 
M 


M.B. to G.B. 
19.7.1944 
evening 
My darling girl, 

Unfortunately this earth is not as somebody 
was just telling us in a song over the wireless, a fairy-land, but 
a struggle for life, perfectly natural and therefore extremely 
harsh, All the same, or precisely for this reason, it is happiness 
and comfort for us men to have a precious sweetheart—and I 
have the most precious, the dearest and best of all! 

Anyway, send your children—is it now three or four 
bombed-out children you have collected’—to Haus-See no 
later than 1st August, and arrange the whole thing without 
much to-do, otherwise many busy tongues will wag about the 
car journey. I’ll be glad when the house there in the Black 
Forest is fully occupied, at long last, for—you, dearest, will 
understand this—I, of all people, do not want to expose 
myself to any reproach that might appear justified. There- 
fore you will also have to think over the future occupation 
of the house. - 

There you see: from a gay declaration of love I’ve been 
sliding into a discussion of the grave necessities of life! Still, 
my sweet, don’t be sad—you shall have many more declara- 
tions of love, tomorrow, the day after tomorrow, and so on 
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day after day, even if it be in my thoughts only. For you are, 
and always will be, our darling Mummy! 
Your 


M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


21.7.1944 


5 p.m. 
Dearest, 


As I had no more than one and a half hours’ sleep 
last night, I am too tired to tell you about it. 

We are infinitely relieved that the Fuehrer has been 
spared.! A rare combination of lucky circumstances pre- 
vented the explosion from having the effect it would have 
had under different conditions. 

But I’m very tired, as I told you, and so I only send you 
copies of the circulars I issued by teleprinter. 

Later put them in your files. 

I love you very much! I love you more and more! 


Affectionately 
Your 
M. 
Take good care of all the children! 
COPY 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
20.7.1944 
From: Reichsleiter M. BoRMANN 8.30 p.m. 


To: All Gauleiters. 
Circular No. 1. 
Very urgent! For immediate attention! 
Simultaneously with the murderous attempt on the Fuchrer’s 
life, certain generals of the Army have tried to make a 
putsch which must and will be suppressed with every means, 

It is imperative that you should immediately draw all the 
conclusions logically arising from this situation, and proceed 
with the utmost circumspection. 

1 The attempt to assassinate Hitler as taken place on the previous day. 

I 
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Only orders from the Fuehrer, Adolf Hitler, or from his 
men, are valid, and no orders from renegade reactionary 
generals. The Fuehrer has granted all necessary plenipo- 
tentiary powers to the Reichsführer S.S. You will therefore 
get in touch immediately with your respective Police Leaders. 
You will be held responsible for retaining full control within 
your Gaus in all circumstances. 


Heil Hitler! 
M. Bormann. 
COPY 
Fuehrer's Headquarters 
20.7.1944 
From: Reichsleiter M. BoRMANN 8.35 p.m. 


To: All Gauleiters. 

Circular No. 2. 

Very urgent! For immediate attention! 

The Fuehrer directs that, in co-operation with their respec- 
tive Police Leaders, all Gauleiters should immediately arrest 
persons who are accomplices of the reactionary gang of all 
criminals, Fromm — Höppner — Witzleben — Freiherr von 
Stauffenberg. 

All competent Party offices will be informed by you 
accordingly, so that no attempt by criminal elements to 
seize the leadership of the nation should succeed under any 
circumstances. 


Heil Hitler! 
M. Bormann. 
COPY 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
20.7.1944 
Circular No. 3. 8.40 p.m. 


Very urgent! For immediate attention! 
In all probability the Fuehrer will broadcast to the German 
people tonight. 
Heil Hitler! 
M. Bormann. 
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COPY 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
20.7.1944 
9.20 p.m. 
Circular No. 4. 
Very urgent! For immediate attention! 
1, To the list of criminals implicated in the attempt on the 
Fuchrer’s life, add General Olbrich. 
2. The Fuehrer’s happy escape is synonymous with the 
salvation ofthe German people. 

The gang of reactionary criminals evidently staged the 
attack on the Fuehrer and on his loyal officers following an 
agreement with the National Committee Free Germany in 
Moscow (General von Seydlitz and Count Einsiedel). 

Had the attempt succeeded, the executive power was to 
have been assumed by the clique of Generals Fromm, 
Olbrich, and Héppner, after which peace would have been 
concluded with Moscow. That this so-called peace would 
have been the death sentence of the German people is 
obvious. 

Hence, the miscarriage of this murderous attempt signifies 
Germany’s salvation, for now the hopes placed in the 
traitorous generals have been destroyed. 

Heil Hitler! 

M. Bormann, 


COPY 

Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
20.7.1944 

Teleprinter Circular No. 5. 
A certain General Beck is trying to arrogate to himself the 

conduct of State affairs. 
The former Field Marshal vor Witzleben claims to be the 

Fuehrer’s successor. 
It is self-evident that National Socialist Gauleiters will not 
allw themselves to be duped by, or accept orders from, these 
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criminals whose calibre is clearly that of midgets and pip- 
squeaks (Miniatur-wiirstchen). 
Heil Hitler! 
M. Bormann. 


COPY 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
21.7.1944 
3.40 a.m. 
Circular No. 6. 
Very urgent! For immediate attention! 
Until further notice the following is only for your informa- 
tion: 

At the beginning of the Staff Conference held at midday 
yesterday, one of Gen. Fromm’s closest collaborators, a cer- 
tain Colonel Count Stauffenberg, placed a bomb concealed in 
his brief-case in the immediate proximity of the Fuehrer, 
and then withdrew unobtrusively. 

On hearing the explosion, Count Stauffenberg assumed 
that his attempt had succeeded. He flew to Berlin in an air- 
craft held in readiness, where Gen. Olbrich thereupon in- 
formed his officers that the Fuehrer was dead and that the 
executive power had been taken over by generals of the 
Army. 

After the failure of the attempt, the Fuehrer had his 
conference with the Duce. 

Reichsführer S.S., Reich Minister Himmler, was en- 
trusted with the command of the Replacement Army. 

In the meantime, while Reichsführer S.S. Himmler was 
flying to Berlin, Party Comrade Dr. Goebbels had established 
the necessary contacts with National Socialist officers of the 
Berlin garrison. 

In the course of the operation undertaken by this unit, 
Gen. Beck shot himself, while other officers, such as the 
perpetrator of the attempt, Graf Stauffenberg, and Gen. 
Olbrich, were shot. 

ReichsfiihrerS.S, Himmler has the Replacement Army, the 
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leading officers of which had opposed the insurgents from the 
outset, firmly under control. 

Declarations of loyalty continue to reach the Fuehrer from 
other units and from the homeland as well. 

The operation attempted by the traitors to our country 
may now be considered as closed. 

I will keep you informed of any possible further conse- 
quences of the abortive putsch. 

Heil Hitler! 

M. Bormann. 


COPY 
Fuchrer’s Headquarters 
21.7.1944 
11.35 a.m. 
Circular No. 7. 
Very urgent! For immediate attention! 
The C.i.C. of the Replacement Army, Reich Minister H. 
Himmler, urgently requests that you should stop any further 
independent action against officers whose attitude was 
ambiguous or even against those who have to be classified 
as open adversaries. 
The C.i.C. of the Replacement Army asks you to send him 
your documentation of all those cases which, in your 
opinion, should be clarified. z 


Heil Hitler! 
M. Bormann. 
M.B. to G.B. 
22.7.1944 
5.45 p.m. 
My darling girl, 


Today Lammers, Keitel and I, that is, the 
so-called Committee of Three—an unpleasing title!—had a 
big conference on problems of manpower in Lammers’ 
quarters, together with Sauckel, Stickart, Funk, Goebbels, 
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Korner, etc. As I stayed a long time with the Fuehrer last 
night and got myself out of bed by 7.40 all the same, I haven’t 
had nearly enough sleep. Tomorrow, Sunday, we have to 
repeat our conference in the presence of the F uehrer, which 
is why Speer and Goebbels are still here—tomorrow Göring 
and Himmler will take part as well. This means another 
late night. 

Gen. Korten, Jeschonnek’s successor,! died today of the 
injuries he had received through the bomb outrage on the 
goth. As soon as I can manage, Ill pay brief calls on the 
others who were wounded. I’ve just been told that half an 
hour ago Col. Brandt, too, died of his grave injuries. He 
was a very decent man. 

Schmundt and Gen. Scherff are not allowed visitors yet, 
because it excites them too much. 

Mums, dear, keep well and fit for me and the children! 

In great haste, I still have lots to do! 

Affectionately, 
always your 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 

22.7.1944 

. .. Sweetheart, if you only knew how the shock had gone to 

my marrow! How ever could that fellow put his brief-case 

with the bomb down there, how did he get into H.Q. at all? 

Did you have some traitors among yourselves, too, then? 
I’ve been racking my brains about it a lot. 

[LIKE MANY OTHER OFFICERS WHO HAVE TO PRESENT A 
REPORT TO THE FUEHRER. THEY ALL KEPT THEIR BRIEF-CASES 
WITH THEIR SECRET PAPERS WITH THEM, PUTTING THEM DOWN 
CLOSE AT HAND FOR SECURITY REASONS, STAUFFENBERG WAS 
FROMM’S NO. I, WAS SUPPOSED TO REPORT ON REPLACEMENT 
DIVISIONS : LIKE OTHERS, HE PUT HIS BRIEF-CASE QUITE HARM- 


1 As Chief of General Staff of the Luftwaffe. 
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LESSLY UNDER THE TABLE AND WENT OUT TO TELEPHONE. THE 
BOMB WENT OFF IN THE MEANTIME. A SIMPLE AND THEREFORE 
A SAFE METHOD! THE PERPETRATOR WAITED IN THE COM- 
MUNICATIONS DUGOUT, UNTIL THE EXPLOSION WENT OFF. 
THEN, WHEN DOORS AND PEOPLE FLEW, HE ASSUMED HIS 
ATTEMPT HAD BEEN SUCCESSFUL AND FLEW TO BERLIN, WHERE 
HE ANNOUNCED THE FUEHRER’S DEATH, ETC. I'LL TELL YOU 
THE REST ON 30.7. ON THAT DAY THE CHIEFS OF THE GAU 
STAFF OFFICES ARE COMING TO SALZBURG AND OBERSALZBERG, 
WHERE I SHALL HAVE A MEAL WITH THEM AND POSSIBLY 
DRIVE ROUND A BIT.] M. 24.7. 

Tonight I want to take the children to the cinema. They 
are giving the Schumann film Träumerei. 

Dear, dear daddy, I’m looking forward to you so much. 

Your Mummy. 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 

24.7.1944 
... You say this is no time for resting, but you are working so 
hard, more than all the others; you must husband your 
strength. 

[THE MURDERERS OF THE 20TH JULY, 1944, AND THEIR 
ACCOMPLICES HAD ORDERED THE IMMEDIATE ARREST OF THE 
ENTIRE NATIONAL SOCIALIST LEADERSHIP BOTH IN THE STATE 
AND THE PARTY! M. 26.7.] 

I have the impression that the military situation has 
become less menacing since you went there. I know it is 
grave everywhere, but all the same I’m so utterly convinced 
of our victory! Until a short time ago, I used to think it 
might take years till this struggle is finished, but now it 
rather looks like the final spurt. Or is it just my imagination? 
During the last three days we’ve had no air raid warning, 
this has done my cold a lot of good. 

[THE SITUATION IN THE EAST IS EXTREMELY GRAVE AND 
THREATENING. ON THE OTHER HAND, WE MUST COUNT OUR- 
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SELVES FORTUNATE THAT, AS A RESULT OF THE 20TH JULY—THE 
INVESTIGATION IS COVERING AN INCREASINGLY WIDE FIELD—, 
WE ARE GETTING RID OF THE CREEPING POISON OF RESISTANCE, 
OF A SECRET RESISTANCE, OF A FICTITIOUS GOOD WILL, THE 
POISON OF RESIGNATION AND DEFEATISM. | 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 

25.7.1944 
. .. This morning we were once again in the deep shelter; 
they dropped bombs on Linz. [ON THE HERMANN GORING 
WORKS, IN SPITE OF ALL THE ACK-ACK!]... 

Tell me, how is Blondi?! Did she have her puppies? Was 
she there on the goth?... 

[NO, THANK GOODNESS; IF SHE HAD BEEN, IT WOULD CER- 
TAINLY HAVE MEANT HER END. ALL THOSE PRESENT HAD THEIR 
EAR-DRUMS BURST. THE FUEHRER THINKS HIS RIGHT EAR 
WON’T EVER RECOVER, HE CLAIMS TO KNOW WHAT’S BEHIND 
ALL THE TALK OF THE EAR-SPECIALIST.] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


26.7.1944 
My Beloved, 


How nice that you’re having a happy time with 
your children on the Ligeret. Enjoy being together and 
having your holidays! 

I had hoped to be able to be with you on goth July, but 
as so often happens, things have gone differently. 

On the goth, I should have received the chiefs of the Gau 
Staff Offices on the Obersalzberg; they are meeting in 
Munich from the middle of the week onwards. Like the 
Gau Economic Advisers, etc. they are directly responsible to 
me, though in practice they never see me. Now other things 
are making it impossible. On the 31st July, we are having a 


2 Hitler’s Alsatian bitch. 
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meeting of the Reich Cabinet, or rather, of the supreme 
administrative authorities of the Reich; on the Ist and 2nd 
August, there is to be a conference of Gauleiters to intensify 
the war effort. As usual, it has to be prepared and seen 
through by me, and by my stalwarts. 

All the time, the other difficult preparations for stepping 
up the war effort are going on as well. Slogan: All-inclusive 
mobilisation and the most rational utilisation of all our 
people in the German nation’s struggle for existence. So I 
can’t be with you in any case before the 5th August. And 
when I come, I’d like to slecp for at least twenty-four hours: 
from 5 to 7.30 a.m, is rather on the short side. 

Still, Pm in good spirits, fit for work and enjoying my 
work, too, and that’s the main thing. 

And you are loved as never before! 


Always your 
Put the enclosed in your files. 
M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer's Headquarters 
27.7.1944 


My darling Girl, 
Today there’s only time for three words, 
no, four: 
I love you madly! 

And your children are part of you anyway! 

Keep well for me! 

More affectionately than ever, 

Your M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
29.7.1944 
My beloved, beautiful Sweetheart, 


e : It is 3.45 a.m., and a new 
day is dawning in the East. In two hours’ time, our 
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Gauleiters Hofer and Rainer! will fly back to Salzburg, after 
we had been together with the Fuehrer until 3 o’clock. 

M. has complained that J haven’t written a line for months, 
so don’t tell her anything about my letters to you! 

Since 3 o’clock, I’ve been signing papers and dealing with 
other post. Now Ill go bye-byes as quickly as possible, 
because after 7.40 there is an end to a night’s rest. 

I love you—I love you! 

Always your 


M.B. to G.B. 


29.7.1944 
My Mummy-Girl, 

I repeat you in black and white what I 
told Krönzi: I’m so happy that we have our nine children, 
because I alone can’t love you nearly as much as you 
deserve. So all ten of us must pull together and make a great 
effort if we are to respond properly to your great love. 

You dearest, loveliest, sweetest Mummy-Girl ! 
Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


At present: Berlin 
31.7.1944 
My Sweetheart, 

I had almost forgotten your own and your 
children’s physical welfare! But since I don’t wish to be an 
unnatural father, here are a few goodies. 

Keep well for me, all of you. 
All your 


1 Gauleiters ofthe Tyrol and of Salzburg respectively. 
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M.B. to G.B. 


31.7.1944 
My beloved Mummy, 

Well, today I am in Berlin, but un- 
fortunately I cannot come to you tonight, but must first go 
back to Wolfschanze. Still, I hope to be with you on the 
5th or 6th August. I’m glad you have your eldest with you 
now! 


Go on loving your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


31.7.1944 
My beloved Sweetheart, 

Enclosed a letter from Granny to 
whom I sent the food with which I was issued for my journey 
to Berlin, through driver Kinkel; at least I wanted her to 
see my good will. 


... At the conference of the Supreme Administrative Reich 
Authorities, Dr. Goebbels made a very impressive speech, 
whereas for my taste his broadcast—which you praised so 
much—contained too many epithets. But there you are, 
once a propagandist, always a propagandist. 


.. . I hope Gustav’s injury is less serious than it sounded 
from your phone call. Gustav has already had so many 
accidents. I’ve even had to save him from being sent to jug; 
that time he promised me he would only drive out with a 
chauffeur in future. Unfortunately he’s forgotten his promise 
again. I should never have allowed you to be driven by 
Gustay. This car smash will be another heavy blow for poor 
Nelli. 
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... Frau von Treuenfels! wrote a most distressed letter about 
the 2oth July, I’ll send it you in a few days’ time. 
With all good wishes and Heil Hitler! 
Always your 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
31.7.1944 
My dearest Daddy, 
Now you’re just about to arrive in Berlin 
—I hope! Until now I was always afraid; now I don’t 
worry, since I know that you are just as unsafe at H.Q. and 
that there is no such thing as absolute safety for anyone 
any more. Everyone lives and works as long as fate wills, 
and not a moment longer, only there are some lazy beings 
who make no use, or bad use, of the time fate grants them. 
I was talking about it with Frau Todt; she is entirely 
wrapped up in the memory of her husband and son, and told 
me that in both of them there had been a restlessness, an 
eternal urge to push on, as though both had sensed that they 
would not have a full span of life to realise their plans. This, 
she said, had been even more striking in the case of her son; 
when she considered how much her boy had seen, done and 
experienced in his twenty years, she had to admit that many 
people had received less in a long life, and she was glad that 
her boy had fallen in action, not in an accident as flying 
instructor like Nelli Scholten’s boy. ... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 


2.8.1944 
My Heart’s Heart, 
Last night I wrote you the enclosed letter. 
2 The von Treuenfels family were Frau Bormann’s landlords in Mecklen- 
burg. 
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For the time being, put it sealed in the safe, it is only for you, 
and only if I were to be snuffed out one day as suddenly as 
Gustav. Not that I expect it, of course, because I’m the 
luckiest fellow ever, if only because I have you, and I should 
love to have another forty years together with you. However, 
one never knows, hence this letter. 

Iam your 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 

10.8.1944 

... Everything is ready for your departure again. I hope the 

injections will go on helping you at Wolfschanze so that you 
soon get rid of your bad headaches altogether. . . . 

[NO INJECTIONS HERE. I GO NEITHER TO THE FIRM OF 
BRANDT & HASSELBACH,! NOR TO MORELL! THANK GOD IT’S 
VERY COOL HERE, THE EVENINGS ARE ALMOST COLD AND MY 
HEADACHE HAS DISAPPEARED AS A RESULT!] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Berlin, W.8, Wilhelmstr. 64, 
11.8.1944 
Mummy-Girl, 
Who is our one and all? 
Who is our highest bliss? 
Who is our greatest wealth? 
Who is our loveliest sweet? 
Daddy and all the children: Our Mummy! 
Always and wholly your 


1 Dr. Hans Karl von Hasselbach, one of Hitler’s doctors. 
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M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
Wolfschanze 
12.8.1944 
My infinitely beloved Swecthcart, 
My beloved Mummy-Girl, 
Thank you for the beautiful days 
you gave me! 

You get lovelier every day, you’reasslim asa fairy and look 
so that I have to fall in love with you anew every hour. 

I only regret that my really nasty headaches prevented 
me from being as joyously happy as you deserve! Never 
mind, next time—you utterly beloved! 

I hope I succeeded in consoling Nelli a little; at any rate 
she is surely glad that I intend to act as a father to her 
children. 

Though I worked like a beaver in Berlin yesterday, until 
the train left,—you know how fast I work—I found a lot of 
new work waiting for me here—memos. from Müller, 
telegrams, new mail! Even in the train I went on slogging 
away until midnight. Now I’ve been sitting at my desk for 
two hours—I haven’t even had time for breakfast. 

My darling Mummy-Girl, stay well, take good care of all 
the children and make sure the maids do the same. 

Tell Krénzi to drive very carefully and Eike to be careful 
when she goes swimming. Above all keep a careful eye on 
Hartmut, else he’s sure to fall into or off something or 
other. In Schluchsee take care the children don’t go to the 
lake without strict supervision, and get seized and carried 
away by a sudden wave. 

Well, dear heart, keep your eyes open. Always think out 
in advance exactly what may happen in the next hours, the 
next few days, the next weeks and months, and do it again 
and again. 

This zs necessary. 

Affectionately and wholly your 
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M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
12/13.8.1944 
My dearest Mummy-Girl, 

It is 18 min. past midnight, the 
conference on the situation is still going on, and it is gradually 
becoming doubtful whether I shall still be called in to report. 
So I may as well start this Sunday letter to you, my sweet. 

This morning I reported back to the Fuehrer; he was, as 
always, touchingly kind to me. After all, he must have some 
people he can trust unreservedly. 

This afternoon I called on the injured: Scherff was full of 
exuberance, funny stories and wisecracks. He at once drank 
Trollinger with us, that is, a red local wine from Swabia, 
which his Gauleiter had sent him. 

Borgmann was overjoyed because as from today he is 
allowed to get up ten minutes every day. He still gets dizzy 
and his head seems to be held in a vice, but still, things are 
progressing. Schmundt asked Himmler, Fegelein and myself 
not to come, he was feeling too weak. He is still rather low. 

Puma was up already, he was lying in the sun and at once 
opened one of the bottles of Steinhager which I had taken 
with me in addition to some other spiritual nourishment. 
But he is still hobbling noticeably and has to use two crutches. 

Captain Assmann’s hands are even worse than Scherff’s: 
still completely bandaged, partly with tannic acid and partly 
with silver foil, covered in fat, badly swollen, reddened, 
thickened and in places raw, they still look very ugly. So, 
for the time being, Scherff and Assmann must still be given 
their food and drink like a couple of babies. 

Tomorrow I must inquire about Bodenschatz. 

Today something really very nice happened to me. Youcan 
see it from the enclosed letter from old Giesecke. It’s really 
very kind of the old gentleman, who must surely count 73 to 
76 summers, to send me my father’s photograph. It is the 
one you know, and shows my father in the uniform of the 
cuirassiers. I’m keeping it here, with the photos of yourself 
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and of Granny with the children. In that way I have the 
whole family—all my dear ones—together. After all, you 
know how greatly I venerate my father; he must have been 
such a thoroughly good man, and yet well fitted for life. 

I would like just to set down the essential facts I know, for 
the children. His father, who owned a quarry, died early. 
My father, Theodor, who really wanted to become a forester, 
had to earn money as quickly as possible so as to help keep 
the family. He turned to music, and spent his nights copying 
music—at that time there was still no means of printing it— 
to earn some more, He seems to have been rather a good 
musician. At that time no band master held officer’s rank 
as they do today. Vets, musicians and even doctors ranked 
below the officers. But Father became Trumpeter Sergeant- 
Major, which then meant, so to speak, one of the leading 
bandsmen, and even went to England once or twice with his 
band. Later he became a post office clerk, and once again, 
with stubborn industry, he acquired the necessary linguistic 
languages to get promotion from the lower to the middle 
grades in the public service. And it is quite marvellous that 
shortly after 1900 heshould have been able to buy one of the 
recently built houses in the Sedanstrasse. He had saved all 
that much! 

Father was his own artisan—apparently a very clever 
craftsman. His workshop contained a wealth of all kinds of 
tools, a joiner’s bench, a turning lathe, a vice, etc., etc. Apart 
from this, there were the chickens, and above all the espalier 
fruit trees which Father trained on all the walls of the out- 
buildings. 

Don’t call it childish if I am so pleased about old 
Giesecke’s attachment. You know how proud I am that the 
good people I’ve met ever since I started my military service 
all remember me kindly. If you come to Passee with me 
once, you would hear my praise sung by the farm labourers, 
and the same is true of Herzberg. And so I am pleased when 
I hear good and nice things about my father. 

But now, girlie, I have chattered enough. I’m dog-tired, 
for there was a long pause between pages 4 and 5—first my 
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zeport to the Fuehrer and then dictation—and now it’s 
late. 

Dear heart, in your girlish slenderness you are more 
beautiful than ever! What a pity that I am neither a Brecker 
nor a Thorak!! But as I’m not, I have to be content with 
making admiring, goggly calf’s eyes at the most beautiful of 
women ! 

I am all your 


M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
13.8.1944 
My loveliest girl, 
What a perfect slim figure you have again! 
There couldn’t be a more beautiful Mummy than you. 

After this infatuated Sunday greeting from your old 
Daddy, who loves you more than ever, quickly a few factual 
lines, to go with the suitcase. 

1. I’ve not yet had time to read and consider Starke’s 
letter at leisure, so I’m simply sending it on to you to deal 
with, 

2. Dr. Goebbels today submitted a proposal—keep it to 
yourself—that all theatres should be closed as a first step, and 
the artists posted to the munitions industry, for suitable, that 
is to say, light work. Today or tomorrow I will put this 
written proposal before the Fuehrer for his decision. 

Would it not be best if you took Fraulein K. along with you 
to Schluchsee now, so that she can pack the books properly 
at once? Then you won’t be unnecessarily bothered with 
this packing business. 

Always your 


1 Arno Brecker and Josef Thorak, approved Nazi sculptors. 
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M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
13.8.1944 
My Sweetheart, 

This is already the third letter within 
twenty-four hours! It will show you how deeply your old 
gentleman is in love with you. 

But, you know, at a time when multiple treachery is lurk- 
ing at every corner, it is a double reason for joy to be able 
to call such unbelievably great family happiness one’s own! 

Go on staying fond of me, my beautiful, and take great 
care of your own health and of the children. 

We shall have to be very cautious over the telephone! 
Today we discovered that the enemy’s so-called ‘Soldaten- 
sender Calais’ had been broadcasting items which had been 
telephoned to Berlin from here only 24 hours earlier. Ob- 
viously, therefore, there is a huge fault somewherein our mesh, 
and surely we have so far caught only part of the whole 
espionage and treachery set-up. Isn’t it appalling? And you 
see—in contrast to those loathsome things you are the great 
happiness in my life. 

All your 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer's Headquarters 
14.8.1944 
My dear Heart, 
Today has been a black day for me, so 
upsetting that I must write you about it. 

As you know, I am greatly reproaching myself because I 
had for years considered Brandt to be a decent man, i.e. a 
man with an unselfish mind. It was I who proposed him for 
the Badge of Honour; shortly afterwards it was brought home 
to me that Brandt was behaving in the most repulsive, un- 
pleasant manner towards Conti.! After he had been given 


1Dr. Conti, Reich Health Leader. 
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plenary powers—to get them, Brandt had largely exploited 
my own credulousness—he not only failed to support Conti 
as a National Socialist should, but blackened his reputation 
and, through an incredibly subtle campaign, prevented him 
from seeing the Fuehrer. At the same time Brandt followed 
a boldly conceived plan to achieve his ambitious personal 
ends, assisted, of course, by Speer, Saur! and Co.! And now 
he is going to be granted new extraordinary powers—Brandt 
and Saur put it to the Fuehrer that such powers were neces- 
sary in the present difficult circumstances, 

Today I tried my best to get Conti a hearing with the 
Fuehrer—so that Conti should not be slaughtered without 
being able to speak up for himself at least once !—and to give 
a true picture of the situation, which is by no means such as 
Brandt and his admiring associates—a mutual admiration 
society—painted it. To my great distress, the Fuehrer, who 
believes that every good thing he has been told of and about 
Brandt and every bad thing he has been told about Conti is 
the gospel truth, got very annoyed with my lack of under- 
standing. I told the Fuehrer that so far, wanting to spare 
him, I had not reported all complaints against Brandt; that 
Brandt had woven his web deliberately, with the greatest 
subtlety, and that it was an injustice to represent Conti as 
completely unqualified and inefficient or to exaggerate his 
weaknesses. A man who was the first physician to work in 
Red Berlin had not deserved to be removed in this way by a 
climber like Brandt and by his collaborators from the years 
1933 and 1937. Audiatur et altera pars! 

The Fuehrer thought differently; he spoke with high 
praise of Brandt—Speer’s and Saur’s paeans of praise had 
had the intended effect—and he, the Fuehrer, to whom I 
wish to give only pleasure, was upset about my denseness and 
lack of understanding! I had to tell him that I would at 
once acclaim Brandt—indeed, would have done so long ago 
‘ —if I believed him to be truly efficient and a National 
Socialist. I said that in my eyes Brandt was an ambitious 
climber and intriguer with whom I would not like to sit 

2 Saur was Spcer's deputy in the Ministry of Munitions, 
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down at the same table. Therefore I asked the Fuehrer 
repeatedly to release me and let me join the Army at the 
front. Unfortunately the Fuehrer refused, though I asked 
his permission urgently several times. 

This outcome has left me completely shaken, which is 
saying a lot in my case, as you well know. Admittedly, in real 
life it isn’t honesty which overcomes dishonesty ; in the hard 
struggle of existence it is the steelier, stronger capacity to 
succeed which wins the day every time—and yet, it is a bitter 
thing if that capacity is based on intrigue and a burning 
ambition as in the present case. The other day, in Berlin, 
Funk,! too, expressed himself in very strong terms on 
Brandt’s burning ambition which ‘almost tore him in two’. 
Just imagine how loathsome I find Brandt! 

And on top of it I, of all people, who want to serve the 
Fuehrer and his sub-leaders with honesty and sincerity, / 
have had to upset the Fuehrer—without the least intention— 
for the sake of that intriguer ! 

Never again let yourself be taken in by Brandt! He is one 
of the cleverest cheats I know. 

Affectionately your 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
18.8.1944 
My darling girl, 

A moment ago—at 8.15 p.m.—I talked 
with M. to whom I had written a short letter too. She 
wanted to know whether you had safely arrived, and under- 
lined the fact that she was feeling—only now did she realise 
it all so clearly !—quite awfully ‘B-B-B’, by which she means 
bored stiff. I told her she was a darling beloved pet, and 
should soon go to Obersalzberg again; if she stayed there _ 
long enough I might come on a visit. M. was terribly happy 


1 Walther Funk, Minister for Economic Affairs. 
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about my ringing her up, so now she will probably be rid of 
her complex for the time being. 

As for myself, the last short stay with you seems like a 
dream—it passed so without any interval, so frightfully 
quickly, that I had no time to take it in. Also, I was too 
exhausted after the practically sleepless six weeks that went 
before, with their exorbitant spate of work and the final 
three nights in the train, after the Gauleiters’ Conference, to 
be able properly to enjoy my stay with you. 

Here I am all right as long as I get some sleep and avoid 
the least drop of alcohol. The first glass of Steinhäger wine 
or brandy gives me the most abominable headache! 

The medicos are quite right, what I need is at least four 
weeks’ leave. And it wouldn’t do you any harm either. 
Remember our happy honeymoon days on the Bergle when 
we went every day for a peaceful walk, each one different. 
Those last days of holiday I had were such a boon to me! 

But then it was peace—now we are facing the sixth year of 
war, and the responsibilities I’ve had to shoulder in the mean- 
time make any leave impossible, however urgently I need it. 
I hope all our children have inherited the inescapable sense 
of duty which I must have got from my father. 

Speer and Giesler are here today, Giesler is bound to 
divert the Fuchrer somewhat with his plans for Linz.! 

Evi, who rang me up about a car a short while ago, sug- 
gested that Giesler should produce another of his parodies of 
Ley, but I don’t think he will feel like it. He is quite right. 
If someone always makes fun of this or that person, or goes 
as far as Frau von Below, who makes critical mince-meat of a 
whole wedding party, people soon take it for granted—and 
justly—that he would another time blacken the same people 
to whom he is telling his funny stories at the moment, in the 
eyes of other people. 

And so Giesler is afraid that he might one day be supposed. 
to imitate other people’s weaknesses as well. 

1 Prof. Giesler was the architect who was designing (among other things) 


Hitler’s new buildings at Linz, and also the father of Gauleiter Paul Giesler 
(see above, p. 32). 
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Take care that your children never speak ill of others. It 
was very sensible of us not to pay the slightest attention to 
neighbours, etc., while we were living in the Margaretenweg. 

Bring up your children so that they have a completely 
detached, sober and just judgment, that they strictly restrain 
themselves in judging. Thoughtless gossip about other people 
and conditions has brought ruin upon many. Only too 
frequently talk is not silver, as the saying goes, but tinfoil, 
and silence is gold. 

And, as much as possible, one should speak kindly and 
find the best side of everything if it is necessary to pronounce 
judgment at all. But you know all this yourself, beloved, so 
now I will make an end for today. 

I am your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
19.8.1944 
My Love, 

I am sending this letter already today, together 
with the trunk full of books, so that you get it in time. You 
are my dear love! 

I’ve an awful lot of work on my hands, and every day new 
visitors! Giesler, too, is here, but I’ve had only one brief 
talk with him. Just now, at 5 p.m., Heinrich H. telephoned 
to thank for all the welcome gifts for Haschen,} he was to pass 
on affectionate messages; she is to move permanently to 
Berchtesgaden in about a fortnight. 

At noon today I had a telephone conversation with M. 
She said, in comic desperation, that she was suffering from 
positively frightful ‘B.’, it had never been so bad before. I 
pulled her leg and demanded a prompt continuation of the 
holiday the doctor ordered. 

In any case I am glad to know that you are safely back at 
Obersalzberg. There you are safe, but the journey is tiring 

1 Häschen was the name given by Himmler to his mistress. He had a son 
by her named Helge (mentioned below), and also a daughter. 
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and long, and the road has such a terrific lot of bends. What 
a pity I can’t drive you, my dearest. 
You super-superlative ! 
I am all your 
M. 
Enclosed the key to the suitcase. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Sunday, 20.8.1944 

How do you like my photos? I have sent some of them to 
M., that is to say, they are going off to D. at the same time 
as this. 

Because of the mad rush of work only these few lines, so 
that the suitcase isn’t held up. 

Enclosed M.’s letter. 

You are my whole world, more than ever. 

Always your 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer's Headquarters 


21.8.1944 
Dearest, 


We really live in tumultuous and not precisely 
enjoyable times. Of course we shall stick it out, because we 
have to, but—how much precious blood is spilt by this war! 
I have just received the news—this is why I am so sad—that 
our good Doldi died an airman’s death today. Yesterday he 
flew Ambassador Veesenmayer! to Budapest and was sup- 
posed to fly back early this morning. Apparently he left too 
late—the devil may know for what reason—and was shot 
down over the Polish Government General. 

We were on so many flights together... . After 1933, 
Doldi was the pilot of Rudolf Hess, which is why I so often 


1 Dr. Veesenmayer was German Ambassador and Plenipotentiary in Buda- 
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flew with him, and from May 1941 he belonged to our 
Fuehrer squadron. The good fellow! 

I’m sorry I could not reach you last evening ; my telephone 
operators tried hard but could not get through, thereupon I 
gave Ella the order to ring you and she managed very 
quickly, as she radiantly told me. 

Helmut Vchrs telephoned this morning; he had been 
visiting his little Angela who is in a Berlin hospital; she will 
have to stay there for months and it is doubtful whether she 
will get well ever. Another sad story for the parents! 

Helmut’s chief clerk, Klein, and Bernhard have been to 
Paris to do some shopping. Because of the military con- 
ditions it came to nothing, they had to depart with empty 
hands. See you get soap from Bernhard in time! 

This is all the news I have today. Stop! Enclosed a note 
from Granny; I had told her off in a letter because her 
‘restless blood’ never lets her stay long in the same place, even 
in times like these. 

PU drive over to Carlshof this evening, to see our injured 
friends. Scherf, Borgmann, Schmundt and Assmann are 
still laid up there. 

As soon as I know that you are safely at Obersalzberg I 
feel happy. In the West, after all, low-flying aircraft 
repeatedly fire at cars. And even at individual houses. 

There is no air raid warning when single enemy planes 
are about, therefore the girls in the house on the lake should 
at once dive into the shelter with the children as soon as they 
hear an aircraft zooming near. They mustn’t wait to see 
whether it’s friend or foe. Remember, I wrote to you about 
Frau von T.’s brother—Ivenack—who was quietly having his 
meal with his family when an enemy aircraft shot up the 
house. The brother wounded, an arm torn off the old lady, 
etc. Hence: you can’t be too careful. 


Your more than ever loving 
M. 


1 i.e., those injured in the bomb-plot of 2oth July. 
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M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
22.8.1944 
My girl, 
I was very happy that the communication with 
Haus-See was established all right last night. 

I stayed with our invalid friends at Carlshof till 7.40 
yesterday evening. Schmundt, whom I hadn’t seen for ten 
days, was so pleased that he drank a whole glass of pink 
champagne. I too, although I don’t like the stuff and 
promptly got an attack of my headache a little later. To 
finish this story: I went to bed at 3 a.m. and slept till 11.45, 
and today I feel again as fit as a fiddle. 

Henning S. and Frau S. were there, too; they send you 
their kindest regards, and so do Scherff and Borgmann, with 
whom I stayed for a while after seeing the others, until I was 
called away—H. Himmler had intended to have a meal 
with me and do some work together with me, but the 
original plan had to be changed. He left at 11 p.m., then 
General Burgdorff and Fegelein? came and stayed an hour; 
at 1.30 a.m. I was with the Fuehrer for a quarter of an hour, 
to give him my report, and so, as I told you before, I went 
to bed just after three, dog-tired. 

The Fuehrer was in a rather sad mood because last evening 
he had the confirmation of a report of the day before: Junge? 
is dead, he was probably killed a week ago, not even in 
action at the front but far back, through an air attack, while 
they were unloading tanks. I too feel very sorry about it, for 
Junge was a decent, clever chap—he had intended to come 
and work under me in the Party Chancery, to follow a 
political career! 

Yesterday I was unable to get through to M., I telephoned 
her today at midday. She is greatly looking forward to her 
next visit to Obersalzberg, which is quite understandable. 

1 Hermann Fegelein was Himmler's liaison officer at Hitler's headquarters. 
General Hans Burgdorff was Hitler's military adjutant. Both were close allies 


of Bormann in court-politics. Cf. p. 140. 
® Onc of Hitler’s orderlies. His wife was one of Hitler's secretaries (see below, 


p. 89). 
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No other news, therefore to work again, double-quick! 
My super-super . . . you are madly beloved by your 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
23.8.1944 
My darling girl, 

Itis 4.15 p.m. and I am waiting impatiently 
for your telephone call to hear that you, with your children, 
are safely back in port at Obersalzberg. 

I love you so! 

Today Goebbels and Naumann! are here: we had a 
lengthy conference. I expect I shall have to go to the Fuchrer, 
in continuation, within a few minutes. 

Love to you and your dear children 


From your 
M. 
M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
My girl, > 24.8.1944 


In the present great rush I’ve no time left to write to 
you. In a moment Lammers will be here, and I shall have 
to go with him to the Fuehrer. 


I love you infinitely. 
You are the best-of-all. 

All your 

M. 
M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
26.8.1944 
My darling girl, 


Today there is again so much work to do 
that I can’t find the time for a letter. 


1 Werner Naumann, Goebbels’ right-hand man (and successor-designate) 
as Minister of Propaganda. 86 


In spite of our difference about Herr Brandt, the Fuehrer 
is touchingly kind to me. So I am all right! 
Fondly 
your 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


26.8.1944 
Daddy, Daddy dear, 
Is the Osaf? still alive? [YEs, BUT HE 
IS IN PRISON SINCE 21.7.44.] Take care of him and all men 
of his breed. I had such a bad dream: they were all coming 
back to Obersalzberg just when the artificial fog was envelop- 
ing everything. If you only keep fit, all of you! The enemy 
is capable of anything, nothing is so evil that he wouldn’t 
dont 

. .. Please don’t laugh at me because of the scrap of paper 
I wrote in the middle of the night. I suddenly felt so terribly 
afraid that something bad might come from the old Free 
Corps and Condotticri leaders, because so many among 
them behave like petty kings and don’t want to submit to 
discipline. But perhaps it is sheer imagination. In the old 
times they had the best intentions, they went into action 
and did, after all, achieve quite a lot, and they will fight 
against the Bolshevists just as bravely and stubbornly now 
as they did then. 

Krönzi came home from his driving lessons, quite excited, 
and told me that thick telephone cables were being laid from 
Reichenhall to this place and beyond, which surely meant 
that you would soon come back here. I explained to him 
that I didn’t think it likely but that, of course, everything 
had to be made ready for you. This conversation, and the 
fact that the artificial fog is released every morning now, 
must have caused my dream. Whether they are using some- 
thing different for the fog, or whether it is the fault of the 

1 Franz von Pfeffer, Re Oa in the S.A. 
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heat, it now penetrates through all cracks and crannies and 
tickles one’s skin in a most disagreeable way, for quite a 
while afterwards. Or is my skin more sensitive now? [1 DON’T 
KNOW. AND IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO GET CLEAR INFORMATION 
FROM THE AIR FORCE PEOPLE, THE OSAF IS ALIVE, BUT IN 
PRISON SINCE 21.7.1944.]... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Sunday, 27.8.1944 
My Beloved, 

Don’t worry about my state of health, for the 
time being, because I am quite well again, in spite of the 
rush and pressure of my work and in spite of my long working 
hours. Only, as soon as I drink something alcoholic I get 
headache. Therefore I’m laying off. I’m extremely glad 
that those headaches stopped, because in the present dis- 
agreeable situation I simply must be at my post and keep a 
tight rein. 

Really, at present one hardly sees a silver lining. All one 
sees is the results from the greater closeness to the Reich of 
the fronts and the enemy air bases. In spite ofit all, our faith 
in the Fuehrer and in victory is completely unshaken, which 
is truly necessary, for in this situation very many people 
begin to soften up understandably. 

Still, I don’t want to bother you with my official worries. 
Stay happy and healthy, and look after all the children, 
that’s all. I can’t help causing you one disappointment, 
though: I don’t know whether I shall be able to leave 
Ovenhausen in Schluchsee, now that all fit men are being 
combed out in the country. If I remember rightly, he is in 
the middle of the thirties and fit for active service. If we 
leave him there for long, it would rouse the anger of the 
population, or don’t you think so? In my opinion, we can 
post to Schluchsee only one of the older men, who is no 
longer suitable for war work, or a younger man who was 
invalided out and is no longer fit for active service. 
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Please think it over and let me know your opinion. 

In these days we must pay greater attention than ever to 
anything affecting morale. In no case must we give cause 
for resentment. 

Write soon what you think about this. 

Affectionately 
your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


27.8.1944 
Mummy, 
These novels by Ahlers have been praised highly by 


my people. For our library ! 
B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
27.8.1944 

My girl, 
1. I have two keys No. 77 here. Have you got one? 

2. We must send sufficient quantities of potatoes, fruit, 
etc., to Schluchsee as soon as possible, and store them there. 
Everything will be taken out of the Obersalzberg supplies 
and driven there. Please arrange it immediately with Herr 
Weingart. 

3. Frau Junge is here, like the others, Fraulein Schröder, 
Wolf and Christian,! too. But as far as I know there is 
nothing brewing. 

4. I see those women only rarely, because as a rule I have 
lunch in my own room—to-day the situation conference 
started at 1.15 p.m. and lasted till 5 o’cl. 

At night the situation conference starts at midnight, and 
lately it generally lasted two or three hours. It is followed by 

1 Hitler’s four secretaries. 
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the tea party, at which I have been hardly ever present, 
because: if I’m still up by then, I must work! Usually I 
am at once busy with mail and conferences in the morning, 
therefore I prefer to drop into bed as soon as I’ve finished 
my work. 


I am all your 


Please pass the parcel and the envelope on to Fraulein 
Silberhorn—sce address! 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
28.8.1944 
My darling wife, 

Just now there is a slight lull, which I want 
to employ for my letter to you, before the rush starts again. 
I have told you already that Herr Dreesen! died yesterday 
morning. Also, the day before yesterday we had the report 
that Wuensche, who commanded a tank regiment in the 
Armoured Corps ‘Leibstandarte’, is missing. Either he was 
badly injured and captured by the British, or he is dead. Let 
us hope he was captured. 

It is a fact that these days there is only bad news. The 
Fuehrer’s way of taking it is admirable. 

Last night I made my report to him from 1.30 till 2.15. 
After this I dealt with the rest of my work till about three. 
Today I had to tell Herr Hewel? on behalf of the Fuehrer 
that he should stay another two months on leave to get 
really well. What happened here was that all the men who 
were only slightly injured on the 2oth July, and went on 
working, collapsed after all. For instance, Below: he was in 
bed for four weeks, resumed work, and had to go on a longish 
convalescence leave the day before yesterday. 

2 Fritz Dreesen, owner of the Rhein Hotel, Godesberg, in which Hitler and 


Chamberlain had met in Aug. 1938. r 
2 Walter Hewel, Ribbentrop’s liaison officer at Hitler's H.Q. 
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As I told you before, there are things you can’t impress 
often enough on the children, with the help of the news- 
papers, that is to say, by quoting warning examples: Never 
play with matches or fire! Never touch explosive charges, 
A.A. shells or duds! If others want to play with them, take 
to your heels at once! Again and again there are cases when 
children who stay and watch such experiments, either from 
curiosity or from false pride—so as not to be called yellow— 
are torn to pieces by the explosion. ö 

Never jump into the water when you’re hot! 

Never swing on railings! 

Never go with strangers who promise sweets or other 
things! Ifa stranger asks children to come along, scream at 
once, and in no circumstances go with him, if only a single 
step, or go into his car! Never fire a rifle or use a catapult 
where other people are about! By the way, the local column 
of the Berchtesgadener Anzeiger produces new material almost 
every day. 

I should love to come to you soon, and relax, but for the 
time being I can’t leave here with a clear conscience. 

I think it is necessary that the Fuehrer should speak again 
soon, to encourage those who have lost heart, etc. Nobody 
else can do it! The Fuehrer promised me he would, and now 
I don’t like to leave here before this matter is quite settled ; 
moreover Backe and Reinecke will soon have to see the 
Fuchrer in my presence. 

But now I’ve got to go back to my duty. My beautiful, go 
on loving your old but hard-working 

M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


28.8.1944 
. - . Yesterday the children came back from their bathing in 


great excitement. They had met Evi and all her friends, and 
Zechmeister had rowed them across the lake in Evi’s boat. 
Apparently Evi was very nice to them and said that it was 


gI 


impossible for them to go on calling her Fraulein Braun, 
they should all call her Eva and ‘Du’—but the children dis- 
like the idea, they think it wouldn’t be right, and so they 
don’t call her anything. 

To-day Evi’s parents go back to Traunstein, but the 
Linders and the Fischingers are still staying. Evi hopes very 
much that she will be able to work with Hoffmann? in 
Munich, or in Reichenhall, but nothing has been decided 
yet: 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
29.8.1944 
My darling wife, 

Last night—report from 1.30 till 1.45, then 
dictation till 2.30, after this the tea party, to which I went 
because Gauleiter Forster? was there and which lasted till 
3.35, then another brief report of three minutes, dictation, 
and so to bed—at 5 o’clock! 

Don’t be surprised, then, if your husband is getting old. 
Years of war count double, and the incessant rush in which 
we are living counts at least quadruple! 

Starke was here today, with'two men from the Reich 
Railways, to hand over the new office coach. Technically 
it’s a miracle, and in addition it is both extremely practical 
and in very good taste. It is simply fabulous what has been 
installed in this coach. Among other things there is a total 
of about 25 kilometres of wiring, telephone and electric 
cables, which make it possible to switch over to every kind 
of current and voltage, to every possible form of heating, etc. 
Three teleprinters, in every compartment ‘internal’ tele- 
phone and other telephone, and so on and so forth. 

I hope the Fuehrer will do what I asked him to, and come 
to inspect the coach with me in the next few minutes. Well, 


1 Heinrich Hoffmann, Hitler's official photographer, under whom Eva 
Braun had worked as an assistant. 
2 Albert Forster, Gauleiter of Danzig. 
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in future I shall be able to work accordingly, if we go on a 
longer train journey. 

Today you mentioned something about Z. I’m curious 
to know all about it, 

And I’m longing for you, you lovely, lovely, lovely living 
wonder, you marvellous girl! 

Best of wives, I love you madly, I am all yours! 

M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 

29.8.1944 
... I can’t get it into my head that Wünsche is no longer 
alive. I hadn’t been worrying about him, though he was in 
the front line all the time. It seemed to me that he was 
absolutely necessary for the future reconstruction, so I 
believed that Destiny would have to preserve him. Perhaps 
it isn’t true, after all, and he will fight his way through again, 
or be rescued by his comrades. There must be men, after all, 
who make secure what has been won in battle, you men 
alone cannot possibly manage. Oh Daddy, every word the 
Fuehrer spoke during the years of our hardest struggle goes 
round and round in my head again. ‘If I saw the future 
completely black I wouldn’t go on fighting,’ he said in 
December, 1924, when he was sitting by our tiled stove, and 
it is the same now. Whenever you say that the Fuehrer is 
well, it is better than any other important news; reports are 
so depressing, therefore it is so encouraging when the 
Fuehrer is well. How there can be people, even now, who 
fail to accompany the hard struggle of our soldiers with 
ardent hearts and all good wishes for their welfare, and to do 
their best to help as much as possible, I cannot conceive, but 
unfortunately they exist... . 
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Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


31.8.1944 
My dear, clever little wife, 


Please send all the duplicates of 
music books we have to Haus-See, and leave one copy each 
at Obersalzberg. 

Keep fit and well, and look after all the children! 
Iam your 


M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
1.9.1944 
My beloved Mummy-Girl, 

With every year I learn better 
to appreciate your worth! Tomorrow is our wedding 
anniversary—how quickly these fifteen years have passed, 
my love! How little I could be with you, because my duty 
towards the Fuehrer and our people kept me away! And yet, 
how many days of happiness you have given me, and then 
our precious flock of children—oh, Mums, I am the luckiest 
fellow there is on this earth. On the one hand I am allowed 
to serve the Fuehrer in closest proximity, on the other hand 
I have got you! 

Keep well, for my sake, and watch over your brood of 
chicks. I hope—I wrote you this already—that all the 
children will always try to give you nothing but joy so that 
we may repay your infinite love, kindness and devotion. 
If it is possible to repay that! 

For your sake I wish the date-line were already August, 
1945, so that you could see a friendlier sky instead of all these 
dark clouds. At present things look bad and one doesn’t see 
much of a way out. But when darkness falls, one doesn’t see 
the dawn either and all the same dawn comes. And while 
one is driving into a bend one isn’t able to see the way ahead. 

The fact that the saying ‘When the need is greatest, God’s 
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help is nearest’ has become a proverb shows how frequently 
such times of need occur in human existence. But I don’t 
want to lecture like a schoolmaster. Only one thing more in 
this connection: we—who are called godless and unbelievers 
by our reactionary adversaries—we believe in the Fuehrer, 
we believe that we master Destiny by doing our duty, 
devotedly, loyally and unshaken in our faith. And the 
others—Witzleben, Gérdeler and accomplices1—are the un- 
believers, the Christians are those weak in faith, those who 
despair! 


This evening the right kind of wedding concert is sounding 
for us: all the time your heart is singing to mine—my heart to 
yours! My darling wife, you have made me so rich—not rich 
in gold and wealth—this wouldn’t go with my National 
Socialist ideas either—but in living values—your children 
and your own great love. I bow before you, like a Japanese 
before his Tenno! 

And with all that you are so perfectly beautiful—this is no 
compliment but a sober statement of fact—that I would 
immediately fall in love with you, with utter devotion, if I 
were to see you tomorrow for the first time—fall in love as 
never before and never after. Really, you are the sweetest 
girl in the world, and I the luckiest fellow on earth because I 
was allowed the experience of living with you for fifteen 
years. And—just imagine—I’m by no means modest: I 
wish for another fifteen! 

But, come what may, I love you, I love you! 

Wholly your 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
3.9.1944 
My Sweetheart, 
You can’t imagine how I have been longing 
1i., the conspirators of 2oth July. 


95 


to be with you on these days—on the 2nd of September. But 
you know, don’t you, that in my dictionary purty is spelt 
with capitals, and if it were different you wouldn’t like it 
either! Oh, sweetheart, sweetheart, I could go on writing 
love letters to you all the time—I, who used to reject all 
those things! See what you’ve made of me! 

It is 4.15 a.m. now; yesterday and the day before I didn’t 
go to bed till nearly 6 o’cl. Rather, yesterday it was 6.15! 
But the thing is, the Gauleiters of the East, as well as Hofer 
and Rainer, are building fortified positions ‘come hell, come 
weather’, and in the last few days the Western Gaus, too, 
have been caught in the whirl of war—it means an enormous 
increase of work for me. The Gauleiters have to give mea 
daily report on their progress in building the fortifications 
and on any difficulties arising. My secretaries, too, have 
plenty of work. Now, for instance, three of them are still 
sitting at their typewriters. 

Heinrich H. drove to the West Wall yesterday; we are 
in daily communication by telephone. He is tackling his task 
as Ci.C. of the Replacement Army with magnificent 
energy. 

Yesterday afternoon I had conferences that lasted hours, 
all about the total war—Goebbels was with me from lunch- 
time to 6 o’clock, with a single short interval. 

And now duty calls again—that is, teleprinter messages 
have come in and have to be dealt with. 

I am your 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


3-9-1944 
. . . How ever is it possible that your voice on the telephone 
makes me so happy, has so much influence on my mood, and 
therefore on my whole day’s work and even on my attitude 
to the children? You're a great wizard. [No, IT’S YOU WHO 
HAVE BEWITCHED ME, YOU MARVEL!] Today we’ve spent a 


cosy Sunday.... A 
9 


... This afternoon I went with the elder ones to see three 
weekly newsreels which I missed when they were running 
here and which Viclhuber put on again for my sake. It was 
the weekly newsreel with Dietl’s funeral, and that of the 
beginning of the invasion, and this weck’s. The shots of 
Dietl made it vividly clear what a heavy loss he was for our 
struggle.! If we still had Dietl, I’m sure this dreadful news 
about Finland wouldn’t have come today. [vEs, IT WOULD. 
IT WAS JUST THE SUBJECT OF FINLAND’S WEAKENING WHICH 
DIETL SAW THE FUEHRER ABOUT.] What is wrong with 
Mannerheim—surely he can’t surrender his nation to 
Bolshevism? Or is the nation surrendering its Marshal? 
[MANNERHEIM HAD BEEN FLIRTING WITH THE AMERICANS AND 
BRITISH FOR YEARS, AND FINLAND HADN’T BROKEN OFF 
DIPLOMATIC RELATIONS WITH THEM, AFTER ALL. THE COUNTRY 
HAS HAD A GOVERNMENT WITH STRONG DEMOCRATIC AND 
SOCIAL-DEMOCRATIG INCLINATIONS!] Surcly the Finns must 
realise that this means the death oftheir nation? [THEY WILL 
REALISE IT NOW!] In Bulgaria, too, things are getting shaky. 
Really, you aren’t spared any difficulty. What is the matter 
with Antoncscu? What does ‘removed’ mean? Have they 
arrested him or bumped him off? [AT PRESENT ONLY 
ARRESTED, ALLEGEDLY.] 

Oh, Daddy mine, now you are really all alone, with no 
allies to supply and watch over any more; it is surely hard 
in many ways, but now the Fuehrer has only his own soldiers 
left, on whom he can rely, and has no longer to reckon with 
somebody attacking him from the back or tearing gaps in 
the front. What is hard is that, because of the piecemeal 
desertion of the rest of Europe, the enemy air bases are 
coming nearer and nearer to us. No doubt Sweden will not 
stay neutral for long. [?] It is such a good thing that we 
women don’t have to rack our brains about politics and 
strategy, that we can rely on our men and firmly believe in 
victory. My dear Daddy, at present it looks as if it could 
never turn out well, and yet it must be done, the Fuehrer 


General Dietl, the Rommel of the Arctic, had been killed in an aeroplane 
accident in June 1944. 
97 


has overcome so many difficulties already. Today Guderian! 
put it like this to the Hitler Youth: ‘If every single one does 
his whole duty, at his post with complete devotion, then we 
take some of the task off the Fuehrer’s shoulders and help 
him to win victory.’ ... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


5-9-1944 
My beloved Mummy-Girl, 
I won't have time to write before 
the train leaves, if at all. Hence these few lines. 

Above all, thanks for your letter on our marriage jubilee. 
You have made me and my life so immensely rich. I am 
richer than Rockefeller and Morgan and all the million- 
aires together, because I have you and the children. 

I am all your 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
5-9-1944 
Memo. 

In a lengthy conversation which the Fuehrer had with me 
during this night, and which dealt with the men of the Plot of 
20th July and their supporters, he described to me how 
deeply that disloyalty, that faithlessness, that dishonour had 
hit him. 

On this occasion I clearly emphasised the fact that the 
whole hollowness of rank, title and decorations had been 
exposed anew. 

He who holds the Fuehrer’s confidence, fundamentally 
needs neither rank nor title nor decorations. 

Conversely, a man draws no advantage from the hand- 
somest title of Field Marshal, or any other pompous title, 


1 General Heinz Guderian was Chief of Army General Staff since zoth July 
1944. 
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if he no longer possesses the Fuchrer’s confidence, not having 
shown himself worthy as he should. 

Hence the decisive thing is always that every one should 
show himself worthy anew every day, and endeavour to earn 


the Fuehrer’s confidence anew every day. 
M.B. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 
5-9-1944 
My darling girl, 

I’m so happy about your letter of September 
Ist, which you wrote me for our marriage-jubilee. And 
above all: I am so happy about you and our children! You 
swectest, you loveliest! How I like your voice, how I love 
your hair, your eyes, your mouth, your skin, your—oh, 
sweetheart—I like you all round! And I love you more 

fondly with every year. 

You are right—just now the future looks frighteningly 
dark. But we must believe in our destiny. If we remain 
hard-working, faithful and undaunted, the darkness will lift 
one day. But even if we here won’t live to see the victory or, 
if we—I simply cannot believe it—if we fail, we still would 
have to be thankful for this testing time we have been 
granted, and for our rich life and experience. In any case we 
must not be less brave than the simple little grenadier who 
sees the tanks rolling towards him like threatening monsters 
—he must, so to speak, lift up his heart and fight at the 
shortest distance. 

True, I would not like to fall into the hands of the 
Russians now. Killinger,! who unfortunately was a complete 
failure in Bucharest—he only lived for big game shooting 
as we have been informed, instead of living for his duty— 
barricaded himself after Michael’s coup d’etat and shot 
himself. His secretary was sensible enough to do the same. 

1 Manfred von Killinger, German Ambassador to Rumania. 
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The German Nazis who were caught in Bucharest were 
forced to take off their Party uniforms, and then they were 
handed over to the Russians. A Swiss diplomat who got 
away from there told me that the Russians intend to let the 
Germans be sentenced—in other words, be tortured—by a 
tribunal under the direction of the notorious Jew Rabinovich. 
I am very sorry for several capable men I used to know. But 
war is implacable, like life as a whole—anyone who gets 
caught by the Bolshevists must know what he is in for. 

It is a great comfort for me to know that, through my 
absence, you have become so self-confident, independent, 
resolute and capable of quick decision, so firm in your 
behaviour and so straight in action. I know beyond any 
doubt that you will cope with things even if something 
happens to me, and this is a great comfort for me. 

Now don’t you go and believe that I am harassed by evil 
forebodings just because I am writing so seriously. All the 
same, we are forced to face the situation—among other 
things the goth July has shown it. Whoever fights, fights 
not only for the existence of his people as a whole, but also 
for his own life, and in times like these an individual life 
counts for very little indeed, compared with the death of 
millions. 

If I had been a quiet, peaceful bourgeois, I would probably 
have been a soldier and would be resting under the sward 
like so many others. Instead it was my privilege to serve the 
German people for more than fifteen years at the head of the 
NSDAP and in close contact with a man like Adolf Hitler. 
Thus I have to be very grateful to my destiny—not mention- 
ing you and our children. 

And so I am back with you, my sunshine. Keep well for 
me—really, there could be nothing more beautiful than to 
live another fifteen years with you! 

I am all your 
M. 
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M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer's Headquarters 
6.9.1944 
2.45 a.m. 
Mummy-Girl, 

In fact I should go to Berchtesgaden with 
Lammers before the 12.9. We must have a conversation 

with Krupp, which has been pending since June! 

You know how I should love to see you and the children 
on this occasion. 

But, through the fortification works, and through the 
enemy’s drawing nearer to my field of work, that is, the Gaus, 
I am so much a cog in the war machine that I cannot leave 
with a clear conscience. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
6.9.1944 
(second page) 

In the meantime, after I wrote the first page, I had urgent 
telephone calls and dictation to get through, and now the 
clock again shows 3.15! But this proves precisely that it is 
impossible for me to leave here. I have immediate access to 
the Fuehrcr’s dugout (Führerbunker) at any time to make 
urgent reports, and rush ‘for a minute’ to the Fuehrer now 
and again every day, and during the night as well. 

Since this morning I have got my man Zander here, too; 
he deals with the relevant matters in the Party Chancellery. 
Miiller and I keep five secretaries busy day and night, 
Zander even had to send for his own secretary because my 
girls had no time left to work for him. 


M.B. to G.B. 
7.9.1944 
4:45 p.m. 
My Beloved, 
Last night it was again five o’clock before I 
went to bed, and at 9.30 the first telephone call came to 
IOI 


wake me—Gauleiter Biirckel!! I had to get out of bed in a 
hurry—to telephone, dictate, etc. etc. 
Just now, when I happened to pass through my bedroom, 
I discovered a packet of biscuits coming from our chef 
Günther. Now PIH quickly pack the suitcase and send it off 
to you! 
Always love your 


7.9.1944 

4.55 p.m. 
I wish I could stay with you for a few days and take it easy. 
This eternal sitting at the desk produces a perfectly hideous 
backache, and at night, after sixteen hours of work, a buzzing 
in the ears—oh, hideous! 

But it can’t be helped, one has got to stick it out. 
Your 
M. 


Do you realise what you are? The loveliest, most wonderful 
Mummy-Girl, beautiful, pretty as a picture, simply won- 
derful! I love you, I love you! 

M. 


Please send a copy of each book you get in duplicate to 
Haus-See. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


6.9.1944 
. . . It is obvious that for the time being, as long as there is 
immediate danger to Germany, you cannot come to me; 
you have to be with the Fuehrer now, otherwise something 
might go wrong if you don’t have your eyes and ears on 
everything. Don’t worry about us, PH take great pains to 
do everything as you wish it, even while you aren’t here. 
3Fritz Biirckel, Gauleiter of the Saar. 
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Later, when you can spend a few days with us, it will be all 
the more beautiful. My love is the same, whether you are 
there or here—you know this. 

Your Mummy. 
[1 know! AND TO HAVE YOU IS HAPPINESS AND PEACE FOR 
ME!] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
8-9.9.1944 
2.32 a.m. 
My darling girl, 

Enclosed the delightful pictures I told you 
about last night. You gave me an enormous pleasure, and 
this is such a boon amid all the worry and vexation of which 
there is no end. 

Just one example: Herr Speer, who—as I notice again and 
again—does not like me at all, quite simply asked Messrs. 
Hagner and Schenk to report to him about the construction 
work at Obersalzberg on September gth, 10 a.m. A fantastic 
procedure! Instead of using the proper channel, and 
addressing himself to me, the Great Lord of Construction, 
without further ado, orders my people to report to him! And 
as we depend on him for materials and manpower, I can’t 
do anything except put a good face on it. 


Interruption: just now—two talks with my commissioners 
for building. One of them is Biirckel’s assistant in the West; 
up to now he worked in the department under me. He is a 
brother of the Feldafing Stohr. 

The other is my commissioner who, for the time being, has 
to rush round in the West with the RFSS as his assistant. I 
have told H.H., who telephones once a day, that you are 
glad to know him there because you think this will solve the 
problem. It gladdened his heart, and he sends you his 
warmest regards. 
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But now back to Speer. In my official work, I cannot 
always share his opinions by any means; the measures . . . 


Interval. I had to go to the Chief. You see, it isn’t easy to 
write you a letter without being disturbed. 

Well then: Last month it was necessary to take 300,000 
men from reserved jobs. The Gauleiters had to carry out 
the measure and now Herr Speer is seriously angry because 
he alleges that they took too many men from the munitions 
industry. But only there, and in the Reich Railways and 
Postal Services, do there exist appreciable numbers of men 
in reserved jobs. In short, probably because I defended my 
Gauleiters, Speer now wants to play me a trick and to 
restrict, once again, the construction works on the Buchen- 
héhe. I learnt the fact that Speer had called in Messrs. 
Schenk and Hagner from Helmut, who had himself been 
informed by Hagner. I have rushed Helmut up there 
because he is more adroit than the others. Speer’s attitude 
isn’t very pleasant. But don’t let out anything about this 
piece of information, and keep entirely in the background. 
Brandt, Speer and Saur are an efficient mutual admiration 
society, each of them helps to push the other up the ladder 
by his praise. 

But no more today, my sweet. I can hardly bear sitting 
on the chair any more and simply must put my feet up! 

I am all your 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
8.9.1944 
My dearest Heart, 

Many thanks for your dear, long, serious 
letter. I wonder if Mohrle’s husband, Wolf Dittler, the 
attaché, is among those taken prisoners at Bucharest? [no 
DouBT.] Mohrle herself, with her three children, has been 
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staying at her parents’ in Loerrach since Easter. [LUCKY FOR 
HER! OTHERWISE SHE, TOO, WOULD BE A PRISONER, IN ALL 
PROBABILITY. KILLINGER SHOT HIMSELF. OTHERS WERE KILLED 
IN ACTION, AND THE REST ARE SAID TO HAVE BEEN HANDED 
OVER TO THE RUSSIANS.] In spite of the gravity of the situa- 
tion I confidently hope that everything will come right yet. 
Again and again various people tell me that it is easy for me 
to feel confident, because I don’t have to hear grousers and 
pessimists the whole day long. They say it gets everyone 
down in the end, and that you don’t know the real mood 
among the people. I keep on explaining to those jittery 
faint-hearts that you are perfectly well informed, and that 
fortunately the funks are in a minority, and that precisely, 
in the most threatened regions people are most confident. 
Gocbbels’ article in Das Reich about the gravity of the situa- 
tion and our hidden reserves, which was broadcast today, 
was again very good. If people only took it to heart! You 
are so right, the Christians are the ones who have least 
faith, 

Only, you know, there is something that depresses me: 
‘Gardariki’!! Not a single chapter ends with a Germanic 
victory, everywhere the Jewish-Tartar element intervenes, 
after all, and destroys what the Germanic people have built 
up in centuries of hard work. And yet, it cannot possibly 
be the meaning of history that Jewry should make itself the 
master of the world. It is terrible how powerful it is every- 
where. And whatever way the war ends, it will always mean 
a strengthening of the Jewish stock and the Jewish purse. 
The Jews don’t spill their blood in battle, they manage to get 
away from the danger of bombs and Vı in good time, and 
even during revolts and guerrilla fighting they only egg the 
others on from safe hide-outs. Disease and dirt cannot 
hurt that vermin. So, how shall they ever get reduced in 
numbers? 

We must not stop fighting them and must be on our guard 
all the time. As soon as one generation of our people is no 
longer aware that the Jews are the greatest danger, the life 

1 See below, p. 111 and note, 
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of our whole people will be lost. In future history lessons, it 
must be the main point to expose that danger constantly and 
to unmask all its disguises. If it is done with some exaggera- 
tion, it does not matter. Every single child must realise 
that the Jew is the Absolute Evil in this world, and that 
he must be fought by every means, wherever he appears. 
[quire TRUE.] So far, this teaching has never been 
rammed home clearly and unambiguously enough in the 
schools. There were virtually no Jews left in Germany, so 
the great majority of our people no longer thought of the 
Jewish question as being something acute. The war has 
taught us a terrible lesson. We must never again forget it, 
because as long as there exist somewhere in the world 
Germanic people who want to work hard, cleanly and 
faithfully, and to live according to their own laws in a State 
fitting their breed, the Eternal Jew will try to prevent it and 
to annihilate all positive life. [you ARE MY DEAR, KIND, 
GOOD GIRL !] 

If Destiny grants us victory, we must stay hard and alert, 
or our children and grandchildren will be lost. But I’ve put 
this badly. Destiny will grant us victory, because we are 
giving all there is in us to achieve victory, and because we 
put our nation’s existence and honour above everything. At 
the moment this is forgotten, and property and a quiet, 
comfortable life for the individual are put above the interests 
of the nation, our people is doomed to perish. My daddy— 
all the same, we know, all of us, and this must sometimes be 
very bitter for you, that there never are more than a few 
true fighters for the cause of their people. In times of need 
their number grows, but the great masses are always selfish, 
unwilling to fight, and have to be roused by harsh measures 
and punishment. 

My dear, history is the most interesting and illuminating 
subject of all. It must occupy the first place in the education 
of our people; writing and arithmetic are not so essential. ... 
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M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
9.9.1944 
5.20 p.m. 
Heart’s Delight, 

In the meantime I have heard from Helmut 
that his conversation with Speer passed off nicely, everything 
considered; still, Speer wanted to speak with Giesler as well, 
after seeing Helmut, whom he called a ‘sly fox’. Let’s wait 
and see what comes after. 

For days I have wanted to use up the film I started on the 
Ligeret, but so far I haven’t got round to it. 

Once again my best thanks for the dear photos. IfI am 
there one day, you will have to fill in the dates on the backs 
of the snapshots, wherever necessary. 

In haste, 


Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
10.9.1944 
My All-Beloved, 

Though it is Sunday today, work never 
stops—it is only at night that I can write in peace. As the 
cake and the suitcase with the books should leave at once, 
only these greetings in a hurry! 

Thank goodness,` my dear Ruder whom we already 
imagined hanged (the French Maquis hanged all our Party 
men and policemen who fell into their hands—the Ameri- 
cans, too, acted similarly) has turned up here after all. 
Ruder is the chief of my NSFO! staff, an efficient fellow. A 
great number of my people are posted, as pacemakers and 
supervisors, to the fortification works in the West. I love you 
beyond measure! 

Your 
M. 


INSFO (National Socialistische Fiihrungsoffiziere) were Party commissar 
within the German armed forces. 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


11.9.1944 
. .. Krönzi stayed with me for a while, now he has gone to 
bed. His holidays have been strenuous, but he is happy and 
satisfied with what he has learnt and seen, and today he 
said: ‘Oh, I wish it were the ıst of August again, and my 
holidays still before me!’ I told him that he was probably 
the only one in Germany who wished a repetition of the last 
few wecks, we others were glad at every day that passed. It 
looks so black everywhere, I hope it will soon be different. 
I’m sorry for the people who have no children and so have 
nothing positive to distract them, and to keep them con- 
stantly aware of the things we have to fight for. 
Finland, Rumania and Bulgaria show again, and very 
clearly, what happens if people lose their nerves. It would 
surely be much worse still in our case... . 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
12.9.1944 
My Dearest, 

Low-flying air attacks have increased immensely 
these last few days. If it goes on like this, the enemy will 
paralyse our whole economy—which means munitions too— 
with their low-flying aircraft and other bombing raids. 
Yesterday they shot up nearly 100 railway engines. In the 
West they were hunting down everything that moved, as it 
were, just as they did before in France. Now, leaving aside 
the consequences for our fight and for the Reich, there is 
the following: 

Take the utmost precautions! If you hear aircraft par- 
ticularly clearly—which probably means low-flying engines— 
don’t stop to look curiously, but dive into cover with lightning 
speed. Please impress this on the children! 

There were low-flying attacks on airfields, etc., round 
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Munich, too, yesterday; in addition they attacked, for 
instance, a passenger train between Berchtesgaden and 
Laufen! Hence—take care—take care! ! 

Of course Schaub, as well as myself, kecps the Fuehrer 
closely informed of the situation in the air—I also keep him 
informed of the drastic comments on the Air Force command, 
which people let drop! 

I asked Krénzi today to look after his foster-brother 
Gustav in Feldafing and to apply for bread rations, etc. for 
Gustav as well. Please ask Görlitz whether he has enough 
apple juice for all the lads, also whether he is storing suffi- 
cient fruit, and finally whether he has ordered enough 
potatoes !! 

You are infinitely beloved, my own, more than ever. You 
only woman! Which means: you unique and uniquely 


beloved woman! I am wholly yours. 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
12.9.1944 
My beloved husband, 

Another day full of work is now over 
for me. A lot of things have been settled. There was the final 
discussion about Schluchsee, and I am very glad that 
everything is now arranged. I spoke by telephone with 
Friedel and Mizzi today, too. Resel had gone to the village, 
on all other occasions I spoke with her. She always assured 
me that everything was going fine, and the two others said 
the same today; I am very pleased that the girls have 
become used to one another and got over certain frictions 
which existed at first. [HOW MANY MAIDS AND HOW MANY 
CHILDREN ARE THERE IN SCHLUCHSEE?] I also telephoned 
to Martha and Granny. Granny insists that there is no 
place in the world where she could be better off than in 
Weimar. In Pullach she would only get ill out of dullness 
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and boredom. She says she must have some work to do, and 
to look after her flat, especially now when three refugees are 
going to be billeted on her, is her form of war work. 

Holzhacker is up and about again. I hope Munich will not 
get a second alarm today; the raid at midday hit mainly the 
northern part and Freising. We had to sit in our shelter 
from 11.30 till 1.30, the Munich people had to stay con- 
siderably longer. Frau Nelli took two books with her, (1) 
Löhr’s ‘Natural Science and Theology’, (2) Rudolf Ibel’s 
‘World Vision of the Poets’ (Goethe, Schiller, Hölderlin, 
Kleist), published by Eugen Diederichs, Jena. She took the 
volume out of the book case in the first days and began to 
read it with great interest, because it was such comfort to her. 

I spoke myself with M. today. She sends you her 
warmest regards. She is much more sensible than Rehlein, 
but she, too, said that she is completely worn out in the 
evenings. Her work isn’t physically exhausting at all, 
according to her, but it is stupid beyond belief. She has to 
sit there for ten hours and has to do a single movement, 
mechanically repeated; all the other women work half-time, 
only three are employed for ten hours. She had written you 
briefly today while the air raid warning was on. She said 
there were many alarms these days, but they could not go 
downstairs, because there were no safe shelters. I consoled 
her as best I could. Only, she wonders why she has been 
given such stupid work. After all, she has got a brain and is 
able to think, and so she might do something less idiotic. Do 
you think it possible that it is the revenge of Sch., who wants 
to marry M. and tries to wear her down this way? He 
threatened her with it, but really, it would be too nasty. 
Surely she told you about it. 

Today I did homework with Eike, history—Charlemagne 
—and the geography of Africa. Her history lessons are quite 
impossible. That moron of a teacher told the children that 
the slaughter of the Saxons in Verden-on-the-Aller was not 
at all historically certain, that there was only one document 
to prove it, while all other evidence was against it. It is ob- 
vious that the Carolingians destroyed all documents proving 
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their ignominy, as far as they could get hold of them. There 
are a lot of things to be learnt from the era of Charlemagne. 
After all, even now we partly fcel the after-effects of his 
policy. Through him, Christianity and with it Jewry got a 
foothold in our regions. (Ten minutes ago another alert was 
sounded in Munich.) I explained all this to Eike and 
Gertrud. Let’s hope they grasped it. It is such a pity that 
we have at present no good history text books for children, 
from which incompetent teachers could read out their 
lessons. Here is a job for onc of your men: to write a National 
Socialist history book, so simple in ideas and language that 
children of Eike’s and Irmi’s age would be able to under- 
stand it. It would have to cover German history and pre- 
history, and Greek and Roman history, seen through our eyes. 
[BOOKs OF THIS TYPE ARE IN PREPARATION.] Any school- 
teacher who has not got it in him to give unobjectionable 
lessons of his own would simply have to read passages from 
this book to the children. It is the only way to unify the 
teaching of history and general philosophy at the high schools 
and secondary schools. 

Little Silberhorn told me that Frau Dagmar Brand? is 
staying at Zabel’s for treatment, and that you gave permis- 
sion to let her look at the Berghof from our terrace. I 
should love to ask her to tea when she comes, for it would 
interest me to meet the authoress of ‘Gardariki’. Have you 
anything against it? [no.] 

And now I am going to bed, after all. It doesn’t look as if 
we were getting an alert; the encmy aircraft are 180 kilo- 
metres from Munich, to the North-west, and some are 
reported to be flying back. Munich has had the preliminary 
all-clear. It is 11.30 now. 

Good-night, my dearest husband. “You—you are in my 
heart, you—you are in my mind... and don’t know how 


dear you’re to me.’? 
Your Mummy. 


[I DO KNOW IT, I KNOW IT EXACTLY !] 
1 Frau Dagmar Krüger, née Brand, authoress of Gardariki, a trashy 1,000- 


page novel about the Russian Steppes (1 5 
3 A well-known German Folk nn 
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Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
13.9.1944 
My beloved Mummy-Girl, 

With the departure of Nelli, the 
two Scholten boys and Krönzi, your house will have become 
quieter again. 

Here we have a wild rush of work—I have to speed up the 
fortification work even more. The air attacks on the Reich 
are increasing—heavy massed bombing raids on all sorts of 
residential and industrial areas, and countless low-flying 
attacks on anything that moves, trains, cars, grazing cattle, 
people, and so on. But somehow we must and shall master 
the vital task facing us. 

The general grumbling about Göring’s set-up, however, 
is reaching quite unparliamentary forms of expression. 

Read the enclosed transcript of a speech by H. I had it 
printed for Reichsleiters, Gauleiters, etc. 

With this I also send you several books on health, a rather - 
instructive book by Natzmer, which I had only time to 
glance through superficially, and some more. The little 
book by Tratz is meant for Gertrud. 

I love you beyond words. All your 

M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
14.9.1944 
My beloved Sweetheart, 

Today Sepp Dietrich! had a long 
conference with me, he sends you kindest regards. In 
addition I have got Friedrichs and Ruder here (Ruder has 
turned up again, thank goodness)! As all these conferences 


1 Commander of the S.S. Division Leibstandarte Adolf Hitler. 
II2 


take a lot of time—you know it by experience—only these 
few lines today. 

Helmut submitted several reports to me. He is somewhat 
worried about the attitude of the foreigners we have there at 
Obersalzberg. For this reason he intends to arm the men of 
the Labour Corps whom we have up there, and I’m sure this 
is quite justified. But now I am getting worried about our 
women’s house, that is to say, your house. Those foreigners 
naturally know only too well that there is no man in the 
house at nights. 

What I would like best is that you, Gretl and Agnes learn 
to handle a pistol. You would then have my pistol with the 
light-coloured butt for yourself, and I should get one each 
for Gretl and Agnes. Of course these guns mustn’t be left 
lying about, because of the children; they will have to 
be locked away in the bedroom, but so that you can easily 
get at them during the night. 

If you agree with me, have a word with Dr. Frank so that 
he gets a suitable man as an instructor for you, and you will 
have to practise at leisure on the shooting range of the 
barracks. 

But now I must have a talk with Ruder. I’m longing for 
you, let us hope I can soon come to see you. 

Fondly, 

All your 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
15.9.1944 
My darling Heart, 
1. As soon as I get hold of suitcases again, 
you will get a lot of good books. 
2. You'll also get some films. Unfortunately I’m never 
out of my room here and so can’t take any snapshots. 
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3. By pure chance I heard yesterday that Petersdorff, too, 
was arrested within the last few days, in connection with the 
Plot of the 20th of July. When I told Puma about it, he said 
he was not in the least surprised. I’ve no idea what evidence 
there is against P. 

4. You told me about your chill today. Please, take care, 
dear Heart, I mean, take care of your health. I need you 
more than ever, and so do the children. We’re so happy to 
have such a lovely and healthy mummy! You must keep 
fit and well for our sake, so that you can have many more 
children and live to be a hundred! You loveliest, cleverest 
sweetheart ! 

I am all your 


I’ve just been re-reading your enclosed letters, for the 
umpteenth time. You can’t imagine how happy I fecl about 
your understanding, your wisdom, your attitude, your 
commonsense, your feeling. You—you—you! With every 
day I see more clearly what a lucky fellow I am! 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
15-9-1944 
10.10 p.m. 
Oh you dearest Heart of mine, 

What wouldn’t I give to be 
with you, to be able to pet you and spoil you and nurse you! 
Really, I do know what I’ve got in you, but when you’re ill, 
dearest, I feel it even more clearly. If I loved you less, I 
would be less worried about you. To put it differently: 
because I love you so infinitely, I worry about you corres- 
pondingly. It is good luck for me that you are so rarely ill. 

If I could at least stay with you and nurse you—bring you 
something to drink, wrap you up so that you don’t catch cold, 
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give you wet packs—oh, the long and the short of it is: to 
envelop you in so much love that this alone makes you well 
again! 

I shall be so glad when you are quite well and in good 
trim again. I am all your 


M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 


16.9.1944 
5.35 p.m. 
Dear Love, 


I am so happy about your telephone calls today: 
a whole Mt. Everest tumbled off my chest when you told 
me that your temperatures had gone and you were fecling 
better. You scc that your health, and the children’s, is 
essential for me and my work—my working energy! And 
so you must see, too, how essential it is that you keep yourself 
and your children well. 
You most beautiful sweetheart, you beloved, clever, good, 
loyal National Socialist wife ! 
I am all your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


17.9.1944 
My girl, 

As our.conference at Blühnbach has fallen through, 
we intend to meet the Krupps—if I can get away from here, 
that is—in Berlin, some time between the 25th and 27th of 
September. 

What a pity I won’t be able to have you there! 
Your 
M. 
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M.B. to G.B. 
17.9.1944 
My Dearest, 
Please put the enclosed circulars into the 
respective files. 
As you see, I am as industrious as you deserve. 
Your 


M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
18.9.1944 
My dearest husband, 

Today I had again two thick envelopes 
with thick wads of letters from you. Thank you so much, 
dear, for being so thoughtful. I really feel much better. ... 

. . . I was very sorry you couldn’t be with us yesterday 
afternoon. You, too, would have enjoyed meeting Frau 
Brand,} and you would have loved talking with her. To look 
at she could almost be Josef Thorak’s sister, only, of course, 
a feminine and well-groomed edition, but with the same 
flashing blue eyes, the same temperament, that runs away 
with him whenever he is enthusiastic about something. And 
both have the same indifference towards other people’s 
opinions. They blurt out what they happen to think, 
whether it pleases the other or not. And then they add 
hastily: ‘Don’t get angry, please, don’t take it amiss, I just 
have to say things as they come into my mind.’ 

You see, she isn’t a cool, smooth, smart, purely intellectual 
woman, but with her lucid intelligence and her historical 
vision and understanding go an ardent heart, and a tempera- 
ment that runs away with her exactly as it does with your 
mother. It gave me great pleasure to listen to her, we had 
contact at once. Only, I haven’t reached the same depth 
of insight, because I am much younger and have had little 
experience. Her faith in the future of the Reich is marvel- 


1 i.e., Dagmar Brand, v. sup., p. III. 6 
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lous. She thinks that Germany will only have peace in the 
East when the Urals and the river Ural are her Eastern 
frontiers. I asked her: ‘How could that happen?’ She 
explained that it might take a very long time still, but 
until then the Eastern gales would never cease. We had to 
realise clearly that the Russians had been using their people 
far more ruthlessly than we, so that this war had reduced 
their population in Europe still more drastically than ours. 
We had to prevent Tartars and Kalmucks from pouring into 
that deserted space, we had to take possession of it and make 
it safe, and afterwards the people to cultivate and defend it 
would be born. It doesn’t frighten her that everything 
around us is disintegrating and being snatched by the 
Bolshevists. In her opinion, Germany must for a short time 
shut herself up in her hereditary lands and so make the 
others smash themselves up against her frontiers. In this 
way, thrown back on her own resources, Germany will 
recover, she will draw new strength from her reserves, 
eliminate the rot, and then, when the other powers are 
undermined by Bolshevism, the Jews and their own party 
strife, when Bolshevists, Americans and the British begin to 
mutiny against their wire-pullers and disagree amongst each 
other,—then Germany shall sally forth again, knock down 
what is rotten, and take possession of the chaotic space. Then 
the small nations will welcome her jubilantly as their 
liberator; these nations will have experienced the Terror 
regime of Bolshevism, therefore they will accept Germany’s 
leadership much more easily, and no longer sabotage recon- 
struction but assist it as far as they can. She says that 
Roosevelt, Churchill and Stalin are merely the puppets of a 
powerful Jewish ‘government’ which had been working 
towards the Jewish empire for centuries. Now it looks once 
again as if they were going to succeed, but it is the greatest 
miracle of Destiny that precisely in critical times a small 
number of courageous, active, clear-seeing Germanic men is 
sufficient to destroy the evil work again. 

. . - Daddy, can you understand that such an afternoon is 
very stimulating for me, but also exhausting? You know, I 
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was thinking whether this whole struggle might not be a sort 
of cleansing process for us, like the gth of November of 1923.1 ~ 
That time, the setback cleaned the Party of all those ele- 
ments which had attached themselves for purely selfish 
reasons. Now, too, all the people who have no single-hearted 
devotion to our struggle drop away. Thus Destiny sends us 
one ordeal after the other to cleanse us, to make us quite 
pure and hard for the final fight. Even if it is difficult, it is 
good to have a share in this experience, and those after us 
will envy it. Could Frau Brand perhaps talk to the elder 
ones at Feldafing when she feels well again? [ves.] May I 
send her two pounds of honey? [yes.] She liked it so much. 

But now good-bye, dearest, till next time. Every day anew 
I am grateful and happy to be yours and to be allowed to 
help you. [on you!!] 

Your Mummy. 

[1 AM yours !] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
19.9.1944 
My dearest Heart, 

This is another day when there will be no 
time for letter-writing. You will have to be content with 
marginal comments. 

At least you get another ‘biscuit-suitcase’, though. 
Our Western regions are really a Wild West now—ugh! 
But somehow we have to stick it out. 
Fondly your 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 
My dear Daddy, 9.9.1944 
We’ve just had our first shooting lesson. I 
shot from the start with your small white pistol, now it is 


1j,e,, the failure of Hitler’s Munich ree 
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lying in your wardrobe, loaded and with the safety catch on. 
At the range my score with your pistol was 4,10,5,6,8,8,8. 
Bergs, the husband of Liesel, the one at the Berghof, is our 
instructor. He was very pleased because my aim was so 
good. 

. .. Now you don’t have to worry any more, we’ll go once 
a week to the range to keep in training. Do you approve? 
[ves.] 

Well, till I see you next, my dear Daddy. You are sure to 
laugh at your Mummy being pleased because Instructor 
Urban over there—not Bergs—looked so flabbergasted at my 
score and didn’t want to believe that I had never shot 
before. But I’m sure it is only because of your pistol. 

Your Mummy. 
[You’RE A WONDER OF A GIRL, AND I—I’LL HAVE TO GO 
DOWN ON MY KNEES! TO YOU!] 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 
21.9.1944 
My dearest husband, 

In my thoughts I write so often to you, 
and have so many talks with you, that I can’t remember 
whether it was Tuesday or Wednesday I wrote you last 
time, and whether I told you already about my visit to 
Häschen.!... 

It was very cosy yesterday at Schneewinkel-Lehen. The 
house has turned out very attractive and is easily manage- 
able, and Häschen is very pleased with it; above all she is 
enchanted with its situation. Helge is a lot taller than our 
Hartmut, but much slimmer and thinner. In his movements 
and general build he is as much like Heinrich as Hartmut is 
like you, but I can’t see the facial likeness any more. The 
little girl, however, is ridiculously like her father. Haschen 


1See above, p. 82, note I. 
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has some photos from Heinrich’s childhood where he looks 
exactly the same. The baby has grown big and sturdy, and 
is so sweet! All the afternoon she was lying in her basket, 
sleeping or playing with her little hands. Helge has got some 
nice carts and a blue wheelbarrow, all the work of the 
wounded soldiers at Hohenlychen, and the boys were rush- 
ing round with them the whole afternoon long. ... 

. .. With Helge itis obvious that play-fellows of his own age 
are something new for him; at the gamekeeper’s lodge there 
were only elder children who did what he wanted. Hartmut, 
too, gives in, but out of good nature, and he is used to shar- 
ing things and giving of them to others, which Helge can’t 
understand yet; it would be good if the two boys could meet 
more often. They didn’t want to part, they had played 
together so beautifully, but at the end they were both com- 
pletely tired. 

Now Good-night, my dearest. It would be such a joy for 
me if you could come over one day; but if you only go to 
Berlin, you could possibly stay a night in Dresden. [no, 1 
HAVE TO BE WHERE THEY CAN REACH ME AT ANY MOMENT !] 
Anyhow, you will do the right thing. You are for ever 
beloved by your 

Mummy. 


G.B. to M.B. 


Obersalzberg 
24.9.1944 
My dearest Daddy, 

It is Sunday morning, the children have 
all gone for a walk, but they mean to be back by eleven in 
case they put on the artificial fog again. During the night it 
was raining, but now the sun shines brightly and everything 
looks so freshly washed that one longs to go out for a good 
walk. Little Volker is playing here by me in his pen, he has 
such a nice way of keeping himself occupied and chattering 
away to himself. 
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Yesterday evening I telephoned M. again. I have the im- 
pression that her war work does her a lot of good. To judge 
by her voice over the phone and by what she was saying, she 
has become more poised and contented. Her restlessness has 
gone, and her uncertainty and moodiness as well. Now 
nobody is telling her hair-raising fairy stories any more, she 
sees that work is being done, and does work herself, and so 
she isin a much healthier atmosphere than that of the theatre. 
Don’t you think the same? [veEs.] She is only worried 
because she might be too exhausted by her war work and get 
so much out of training that she won’t be taken on again at 
the theatre. [sunkuM!] But surely it would be wrong if the 
actors and actresses who are now working in munitions were 
thrown on the slagheap once it is over.... 

... Still, I did my best to convince M. that, on the 
human side, her war work is a net gain for her, and that later 
on this will show in her art, as well. You are going to 
wonder why I’m putting my nose into everything, but I 
think of it as a pre-natal education for your children, too. 
[YOU ARE QUITE MAGNIFICENT!] I am so looking forward to 
my own next one, and I would like to have it as soon as the 
situation in the West is safe again. And as you haven’t 
touched alcohol, and have stopped smoking altogether, it is 
bound to turn out a clever boy, in spite of your being over- 
worked. ... 

. .. I do try hard to keep quite fit and to get through as 
much work as possible. Following your recipe, I have honey 
in my coffee at breakfast, and I eat many biscuits. 

Yesterday on the phone we spoke about music on the radio. 
It was a little better after ten, then they played old operettas 
and song hits, with melody and dash to them. Couldn’t you 
suggest to the Doctor! to make the hours between eight and 
ten in the evening a little more popular? At that time most 
mothers are sitting down with their mending basket, after a 
strenuous day’s work, and if that caterwauling is on, they 
fall asleep, but the dear old melodies keep them awake and 
give them joy. After all, there is some light music that is 

1 Goebbels. 
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beautiful, so why has it to be something modern at any cost? 
I know, Evi is aghast at this suggestion, but in these days it 
seems to me more important to give pleasure to the workers 
among our people, than to do what the few intellectuals 
wish. [QUITE RIGHT.] 

Dearest, in the meantime I have put little Volker to bedso 
that he gets at least an hour’s sleep. Perhaps they shot down 
so many yesterday that we are left in peace today. Every- 
where in the valleys and on the peaks there are small white 
clouds dotted about, I don’t expect the weather will stay 
fine long. See you soon, Daddy, keep well. We all love 
you so and wish you a good Sunday. 

Your Mummy and your Children. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
25.9.1944 
My grand, good, clever wife, 

M.’s idea to go to Kattowitz 
is completely crazy. For one thing, she would be out of 
reach there, we couldn’t ring her up, etc. Secondly, any 
domestic care would be lacking there. Thirdly, M. cannot 
live in such completely strange, ugly conditions. Fourth: 
naturally soldiers lose their moral inhibitions, and she 
would live under constant pressure—the girls who are 
helpers in the communications services have only too often 
a nasty reputation as ‘mattresses’—it is, however, mostly the 
fault of the men with whom they are in continuous contact, 
or of the position with the C.O., and so on. Quite often it 
isn’t the girls’ fault at all if they get used to having affairs 
and making the round from arm to arm. But we can’t 
possibly expose M. to that sort of thing. 

Of course there are very strict C.O.’s as well, but even so 
morals have become very loose in many cases. And if 
there is a little tippling as well—M.’s present weakness !—no, 
she would find herself in the most unpleasant situations. 
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If she can get away from D., she ought to go to Munich 
or Salzburg. A pity she knows neither typing nor shorthand, 
otherwise she could be posted to my department, of course 
not here with me, but to Munich. 

For you, sweetheart, and for your children you'll find 
some bread-spread with this. Part of it has been standing 
here for a long time, so it would be wise to try it out and in 
any case to give it a quick fry with onions. 


Always love your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
26.9.1944 
My Beloved, 
Please, do everything to keep absolutely fit and 
healthy—don’t overtax yourself. 

I need you! 

Therefore see that you get enough sleep, eat enough, and 
don’t do too much rush work. 

I beg you most earnestly! 

Today the Fuehrer accepted the instructions for the 
Volkssturm!—after some labour pangs—and I feel like a 
young mother, at the same time exhausted and happy. 

Unfortunately there is always some worry because of this 
or that ‘wrong ’un’, but, thank goodness, I’m robust and 
capable of holding my own against them... . 

Imagine: the murderous plot against the Fuehrer and the 
National Socialist leadership had been planned as far back 
as 1939 by Gördeler, Canaris, Oster, Beck and others! In 
a safe, whose key had been missing so far, incontrovertible 
proof has been found which should have been destroyed, but 
was kept through an oversight of one of the people concerned. 
The whole plans for our attack in the West were betrayed, 
they were handed over to the enemy, as evidence shows. 


1 The German Home Guard formed against the threat of invasion in 1944. 
It was totally useless. 
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It is almost impossible to believe that such vile, bottomless 
treachery could exist! 

The fact that we have been getting through this war as we 
did, in spite of that large-scale betrayal, is nothing short of a 
miracle. 

I am wholly yours! 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
27.9.1944 
My Beloved, 

Today another suitcase with biscuits is going off 
to your address, to bring you and the children greetings from 
‘Father far from home’, 

Here we have a beautiful autumn, almost without rain. 
This is the only thing I can say about it, cooped up indoors 
as I am— whether it is windy, chilly or warm, I neither see 
nor notice. It’s quite crazy. 

And I would so love to go for a walk with you! This 
eternal sitting on a chair gives one a lame back and swollen 
legs—this war is rather a strain, one has to pump the last 
ounce of energy out of oneself. H. Himmler is always quite 
shocked at our unhealthy way of living. He says he has to be 
in bed by midnight, at least as arule. And we go on working 
till four in the morning, though we do stay in bed a little 
longer. But this is just the old, old story. 

Apart from this, I hope my Volkssturm will start and 
function properly—I have established Friedrichs with his 
team in Berlin. I enclose two copies, so that you know what 
the task is. 

I am all your 
M. 
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COPY 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
26.9.1944 


From: Reichsleiter M. BORMANN. 1.45 p.m. 


To: Comrade Friedrichs, Berlin. 
For immediate attention. 
With this you receive a circular which you are to issue 
simultaneously with the Decree on the Volkssturm. 
It is to be followed by the first two administrative decrees, 
which you will have gone over a last time together with 
Comrade Berger. 


er 
Heil Hitler! Mabima 
COPY 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
From: Reichsleiter Bormann 26.9.1944 


To: All Gauleiters 
My comrades! 

In his proclamation of the organisation of the 
Volkssturm, the Fuehrer has entrusted us with a task of 
historic significance. 

Once again, the Fuchrer has demonstrated his boundless 
confidence in his Gauleiters. We want to show ourselves 
worthy of this new proof of trust. 

We shall be still harder on ourselves than we have been 
hitherto. We shall know of no other thought than our duty. 
Our unrivalled devotion to our people and our task, our 
determination and our energy must rouse every one who has 
become weary. 

This is to say: we are not to raise new units of the Armed 
Forces according to an order and a blue-print, but we are to 
appeal to fellow Germans in the homeland who are fit for 
armed service. Each one of them must be inspired politically, 
must be moved in his heart and mind, so that he follows the 
call to arms willingly and gladly. 

My Party comrades, the Fuehrer demands from us that 
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we prove our mettle constantly and to the utmost limit, just 
as he demands it from any simple infantry man. 
If we now master this greatest and highest task which we 
have been given, we shall conquer victory. 
M. Bormann. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 


My dearest husband, 29.9.1944 

... Your suitcase with the biscuits came 
yesterday. My best thanks for it, but above all for your good 
letter with the announcement of the birth of the Volkssturm. 
You know how deeply it interests me. . . . Biirckel’s sudden 
death is frightful for you. Did it happen without foul play? 
[ves.] I always think that in the Saar separatists are still at 
work in secret, and now they will think that their time has 
come; they may have got rid of Bürckel because he was too 
straight and resolute for them and knew their tricks too well. 
They may have fed him dysentery bacilli, and nobody would 
have noticed it. Is your Stöhr really energetic enough to cope 
with things there? [ves.] Anyway, if he weren’t, I don’t 
think you would have proposed him for the job. Daddy, it 
makes me quite dizzy to think that the traitors have been at 
work ever since 1939. Who knows what other things they 
have done and betrayed? Now you will have had an eye- 
opener about many things which hadn’t been clear so far. 
I hope that you have caught them all and that nobody has 
escaped, to work on in secret. Oh, Daddy, it doesn’t bear 
imagining what would happen if you and Heinrich! didn’t 
see to everything. The Fuehrer would never be able to do it 
all alone. So you two must keep well and take care of your- 
selves, because the Fuehrer is Germany, but you are his 
selfless comrades-in-arms, and the harder the fight, the more 
clearly it emerges that the only reliable ones are the old 
fighters from the early days, and the young people trained 
by them. ... 


1 Himmler. 6 
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Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 


My Beloved, 30.9.1944 

All my thanks for the letters, which I am sending 
back with this. Although I left my bedroom already at ten 
this morning, I’m still buried in a pile of official papers at this 
moment—3 p.m.—and haven’t yet had time for lunch, with 
all those dossiers, telephone calls and spells of dictating. 

As to your questions: I don’t have headaches, only that 
damnable buzzing in the ears. This is a reason more why I 
should like to come over one day and consult our Mr. Long- 
beard. 

Our life here is quite mad. Of course nobody could stand 
it for very long, but after all, the war won’t last for ever, and 
one might say that it is a natural thing if we here have to go 
through the same process as the organism of the German 
people, which is forced to give its last reserves, in order to 
hold out, in spite of existing injuries and pains. 

Unfortunately—but keep this to yourself—the Fuehrer 
hasn’t been at all well these last two days. Because of all the 
worries, he had another attack of his spasms—incredibly 
painful stomach cramps. All he said was that those pains 
were almost unbearable. Now he has been taking castor oil 
again, and lost six pounds within two days. It is just as well 
that he had put on weight and thus could stand the loss more 
easily. There is so much that depends on his keeping well! 
The Fuehrer is still convinced that Morell’s treatment is 
right, while I would prefer another, more based on biology. 

After all, life in the dugout is abominably unhealthy— 
but on this point too, the Fuehrer is of a different opinion 
and sticks to it—— 

But now to your letter: Krénzi’s letter is simply delightful, 
I'll write him as soon as I can and send you a copy. 

I’m so glad that you have a bomb-proof refuge and suffi- 
cient supplies there. Just imagine if you had to be the guest 
of strangers, with all your children, having to adapt yourself 
to a strange system of housekeeping with all it implies, shar- 
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ing the bathroom and W.C. with strangers—no, the most 
crowded emergency home is better than that! But anyway, 
I am so happy you are settled there, When will you take 
in more bombed-out children? It is very nice that you’re in 
touch with Häschen now. H[immler]. too is very pleased 
that you get on well. He intends to ring up at least once 
when he goes to Berchtesgaden, then he will go on to Vienna, 
etc. My man Ruder expects him in Vienna on the 4th or 
5th of October. 

But now I am going to order my lunch, and afterwards to 
work again. 

I am your 


Just a word about Frau Brand. After your description? and 
her letter (which I enclose) I can imagine her very well. I 
have already written about accommodation in Berchtesgaden 
for her. But women of her type not only can be very 
exhausting—they are exhausting. 

I hope she won’t be always with you at Obersalzberg once 
she gets a flat in Berchtesgaden. Keep her at a certain 
prudent distance from the beginning. 

But why do I bother to write this? You know it yourself, 
my brainy girl! 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
1.10.1944 
Mummy-Girl, 

Today you get a series of ‘Münchener Lese- 
bogen’ in duplicate, one copy for Haus-See and one for 
Obersalzberg. Put all the books for Haus-See neatly 
together, so that they can be taken there on the next 
Occasion. 


2 See above, p. 116. 
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So now you are on the way home from the Ligeret to 
Obersalzberg. How I should love to walk with you, hand in 
hand. And it would be so good for me, too! During the 
last three days I have not been out in the open once, not 
since the Fuchrer’s illness. He has still to be in bed, ap- 
parently he is greatly weakened by the effect of the castor oil 
and the cramps. 

At least I am now sitting in a large room, approx. 6X7 
metres, have four big windows, much light, and can sleep 
with the window open at night. The Fuchrer, however, lives 
down in his dugout, has only electric light, only the stale air 
of the dugout—where pressure is always too high because 
fresh air has to be pumped in—and it is just as if he were 
living in a cellar without any light. Life in such a concrete 
box is, after all, unhealthy and on the long run quite un- 
bearable for any living being. Any normal plant would die 
off because of the lack of air, light and an atmosphere of life. 
Schaub secs it, too, and Morell is said to have stressed it 
repeatedly, but the Fuchrer does not want to leave here for 
the time being. He even grumbles about our huts with 
masonry walls which, he says, would be smashed by the 
first heavy air raid, and then everyone would have to be 
content with much less room! 

I feel rather unhappy about this attitude and the Fuchrer’s 
illness. After all, everything depends on his health! And he, 
who otherwise thinks on biological lines, within the laws of 
nature, does not accept these laws for himself! It is a thou- 
sand pities, because there can be no question of influencing 
the Fuehrer, though people often babble nonsense about it. 

The situation-report had to be cancelled today for the 
third day running! 

But why should I write to you about all my worries and 
make your heart heavy—somehow Destiny will save the 
Fuehrer for us! 

I am your 


M. 
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M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
4.10.1944 
My Dearest, 

Last night the Fuehrer, who is better but still 
far from well, called me in for a talk. I stayed with him 
1% to 2 hours, till 1.15 a.m. Today at lunch he again kept 
me with him to discuss a number of confidential matters. 
Again and again his confidence in me makes me happy. 

But today I have no time for you—or rather, no time to 
write to you. Please look at the enclosed teleprinter messages 
and then give them to Silberhorn for filing. 

I am your 


M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
4.10.1944 
My Beloved, 

1. Just now I’ve been refreshing myself by look- 
ing once again at all my dear photos. Your hair-style on the 
photo I enclose wouldn’t please you either nowadays! 

2. The Fuchrer is not yet well at all. Brandt and Hassel- 
bach consider Morell’s treatment to be absolutely wrong, 
they think that he is poisoning the Fuehrer with his injections. 

I can’t judge this, I’m no medical man, and the Fuehrer 
continues to have full confidence in Herr Morell. I’m 
only very sad about the Fuehrer’s present weakness. I asked 
him whether he wouldn’t like to go to the Berghof for ten 
days or a fortnight as soon as he was fit for travelling, but the 
Fuehrer thinks that a stay in Obersalzberg is impossible as 
long as the present war situation lasts. In his opinion, the 
people would not understand it and indeed resent it. 

3. Brandt is building up his Health Ministry to his heart’s 
content in the meantime!!! 

4. Under present conditions I shan’t, of course, go to Alt- 
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Rehse any more, but am arranging part of the house at 
Stolpe as my retreat. [This Saturday Helmut is going there 
to find out how far Plat, the under-potterer of the head- 
potterer Michaelis, has got with it. The ‘white mare’ will 
then be transferred to Stolpe.] 

5. In the West the Americans show themselves lousy 
soldiers, at present. The whole war situation would be com- 
pletely different if the enemy didn’t have absolute dominion 
of the air. 

But the Reich Marshal’s style of living had transmitted 
itself, quite naturally, to the Air Force—only the young 
fighter pilots haven’t been touched by the disease. All the 
higher staffs, however, had to have preferential treatment in 
everything—‘in every respect abundantly equipped’. But 
the size of the Air Ministry, for instance, can’t take the place 
of quality and industry. A smaller and therefore more active 
set-up would have been better. But why should I bother you 
with such things? 

6. I had telephone conversations with M. on Sunday and 
tonight. She told me that she was beginning to adopt an 
impudent, provocative style of speech and to be ‘vulgar’. I 
answered that I was not exactly keen on that sort of thing; 
she should remain herself, and not adopt ugly ways which are 
foreign to her. I don’t know whether my warning will have 
any effect. 

With you it would never have been needed—and this is 
the difference! 

7. Heinrich told me that yesterday he had been hanging 
pictures, doing things about the house, and playing with the 
children the whole day long. He didn’t accept any telephone 
calls either, but devoted himself quite comfortably to his 
family for once! 

8. Fraulein Ippisch is leaving for this place tomorrow 
evening, the first thing will be to run her in at the office. 
Instead, the K. woman will have to go to Berlin for a while 
—TI found her getting too uppish here, and she manages to 
be as little at the office as possible; she prefers to be out 
and, I suppose, flirting hard, going from arm to arm. 
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9. To stick to the subject: K.’s marriage was annulled 
on the 2nd of October, at his request. The poor man 
was landed with a girl who ‘had for years been working 
in so-called salon-brothels—I have no experience of that 
kind of thing—in Berlin, on the Kurfürstendamm, Uhland- 
strasse, and so forth, and in Düsseldorf and Leipzig as well. 
I had to report the case to the Fuchrer, he instructed me to 
talk about it to K., who was quite ignorant of it all, and then 
I had to arrange the rest with the help of my lawyers. The 
things there exist in the world! But, please, don’t talk about 
this incident—or accident. 

The poor fellow really has bad luck. First there was the 
engagement with the daughter of the landlord at the Schaffer 
Inn in Berchtesgaden, which went wrong; then came the 
D. girl; and now this latest flop! 

But it is even easier for nice girls to be taken in by men 
whose character is inferior, or who are otherwise disqualified. 
You will have to keep an eye on that with your daughters 
later on. 

Now that’s enough of story-telling. Tomorrow you will 
get another letter. 

I am your 


M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
7.10.1944 
My beloved girl, 

You cannot imagine how much I am look- 
ing forward to life after I’m pensioned off. I fail to under- 
stand those old men who, in times of peace, get indignant 
when they have to make room for youth. Obviously they 
are simply too old to assess their own senile decay. My own 
attitude is quite different. As soon as our Fuehrer no longer 
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needs me, or as soon as there is a new Fuehrer, I shall retire 
to private life and live—at last—a few years in peace 
according to my inclinations. 

Then I am going to devote myself to: 

1. My family. 

2. The garden or manor (this depends on what we are 
going to be allotted). 

3. The library. 

Even from the Reichstag I shall resign at once. 

I shall no longer read any letters of political content, such 
as still might be sent to me by acquaintances or strangers. 
We shall leave it to a secretary to return the letters, with 
a printed slip, to the respective departments or senders. 

I have seen it too often that retired officers turn into 
perpetual grousers and bitter critics. This danger, which 
besets all ‘have-beens’, all those ‘on the retired list’, is some- 
thing I mean to evade by a complete separation from my 
present work and surroundings. 

I shall not go to any Party Conference, and as a rule never 
even listen to political broadcasts. Otherwise it would be 
only too easy to slip into the totally mistaken attitude—very 
frequent in old people towards the young—that ‘before’ this 
or that had been better, so much better, that one would have 
acted differently onesclf, and so on and so forth. 

All these are rocks which anyone runs up against, willy- 
nilly, and on which many people founder intellectually and 
morally; I intend wisely to avoid them from the outset. My 
contentment will be the greater, the more I concentrate it 
deliberately, with commonsense and prudence, on cabbage 
and cabbage-butterflies, on all the tomes I have been buying 
without having had a chance to know what is in them, on 
wind and weather, on house and farm. 

Oh, Mumsy dear, it will be a beautiful life, if I live to see 
it. And I have great hopes that I shall. 

You know, I’ve come to know in excess all ugliness, dis- 
tortion, slander, nauseating and false flattery, toadying, 
ineptitude, folly, idiocy, ambition, vanity, greed for money, 
etc., etc., in short, all unpleasant aspects of human nature. 
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Already when I was in charge of the Assistance Fund, I 
found to my astonishment—candid fool that I was—that 
good Nazis, who had courageously given battle to Com- 
munists and had been hurt in the fight, suddenly stayed on 
the sick-list as long as possible to go on drawing assistance 
from the Fund. 

Therefore, when I am pensioned off at the end of the war, I 
can say with a sigh of relicf: ‘I’ve had enough?’ 

No—only as long as the Fuehrer Adolf Hitler needs me— 
and then I disappear from the political scene! An irrevoc- 
able decision! And you know my irrevocable decisions, after 
all. I stick to them, my girl: we’ll continue our honeymoon 
journey, which was interrupted in 1929, and no one is going 
to call us back from it this time. We’ll stay, quietly and un- 
known, in lonely inns. We’ll go again to the Bergle and climb 
the rocks in the Scheiding, as we did once. I’m eagerly 
looking forward to it already now. 

Oh, my girl, even now I’m looking forward to it! But 
until then I will have to work very hard really to deserve 
peace and rest afterwards. 

I am all your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
7.10.1944 
Dear Heart, 
Just now I had orders from the Fuehrer to 
discuss all sorts of matter with H. Himmler. 
Before he arrives, quickly my daily salute: Ilove you! And 
if at all possible, I want to be with you soon. 
I am your 
M. 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
7.10.1944 
My dearest Daddy, 

I want at least to start my letter to you 
this evening. Dearest, I am so glad that you have come 
home safely from Schmundt’s funeral. They’re giving 
‘Pagliacci’ on the wireless, I know you are so fond of it, too. 
It has been the first time I heard the whole of it, even though 
it was much interrupted by reports on the air situation. Is it 
really so, [yes] or is it my imagination, that enemy air 
activity is particularly great at present, and that we are 
shooting down comparatively few of them? 

I heard from Walter that Mohrle Grimm was in Rumania 
after all. She went on a visit to her husband and told her 
people at home: ‘If things are getting too dangerous, Wolf 
will send me home anyway.’ But Grimms have had no news 
of her at all. [MOST oF THE WOMEN WERE OUTSIDE BUCHAREST 
BECAUSE OF THE AIR RAIDS, SO FOR INSTANCE KILLINGER’S WIFE 
AND DAUGHTER. ALL WHO REMAINED AT THE EMBASSY MUST 
BE ASSUMED DEAD.] Didn’t the women from the Embassy 
manage to get across the frontier to Hungary in time? 
[UNFORTUNATELY THEY DIDN’T.] After all, in Rumania 
things didn’t develop so suddenly, the men at the Embassy 
should have noticed what was going on. [UNFORTUNATELY 
THEY DIDN’T NOTICE ANYTHING!] Do you have any informa- 
tion? Her name is Margarete Diettler, née Grimm. Her 
husband was attaché, as far as I know; possibly Hewel knows 
more details. The waiting is quite terrible for Aunt Wig. 
There she sits now in Lörrach, with the three little children, 
and has Wiggele with her small daughter on her hands as 
well. I hope Mohrle turns up after all, [1 DON’T BELIEVE IT] 
but it will soon be too late for that. Walter is back in 
Swinemiinde, or wherever it is, to take over his new ship, 
and it isn’t possible for him to come here now. Eike is very 
unhappy about it.... 

. .- One day it must all be different and so that you will 
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be able to think of yourself and your health. Though, really, 
I can’t yet imaginc that it could be different one day, or 
that things might be better, and that you one day should 
have time for us and for your books, time to sleep a whole 
night through. Anyway, it is better not to imagine all those 
things, else one starts longing for them too much. Just now 
there isn’t a single country in the whole world where there 
are genuine conditions of peace. It is incredible that a hand- 
ful of Jews should be able to turn the whole globe topsy- 
turvy! Because,—as Goebbels says—we aren’t fighting the 
three Great Powers, but a single power that is behind them, 
something that is much worse, and this is the reason why I 
can’t at present imagine how we shall get peace ever, even 
if we win the war. 

Oh, Daddy, I must quickly tell you about little Volker. 
It didn’t work well with him in the play-pen, he needs space 
and freedom of movement. Now he is sitting in front of the 
stove, uses its door as a looking glass, makes faces and winks 
at it, and has a good time talking to his image in the mirror. 
It is a good thing the children arc here and lead one back to 
reality again and again. 

Till our next meeting, my own! 

Your Mummy. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
9.10.1944 
My Beloved, 
I had no time for a letter today, there was too 
much work to do. r 
We have by no means finished with the goth July 1944. 
There are still a good many of that partnership left who are 
only lying low—I’m afraid we are in for many bitter dis- 
appointments, many unmaskings, many a plot! And in 
future the tools will probably not be brief-cases, but bullets 
and poison! 
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Can you understand that I wish for a more peaceful 
existence as soon as the Fuehrer needs me no more? 

Surely poor Mohrle is no longer among the living—the 
only thing we must hope for her is that she was not alive 
when she fell into the hands of the Bolshevik beasts. 

To you, my one and all, I say once again: keep well for 
my sake, I need you! 

If at all possible, I intend to be with you by the week- 
end. It depends entirely on the Fuehrer’s state of health 
when I shall be able to leave here. I can only go away when 


he is quite well again. 
I am all your 


M.B. to G.B. 
10.10.1944 


It would be lovely if I really could be with 
you and the children next Sunday for once. 

Yesterday Hasselbach was dropped as personal doctor to 
the Fuehrer, and is to be replaced by Dr. Stumpfegger who 
was Uncle H.’s attending physician up to now. The new 
man scems very pleasant. Brandt, too, is no longer to act as 
personal doctor. There have been new disputes between 
Morell on the one hand and Hasselbach and Brandt on the 
other; but now this state of affairs, so unpleasant for the 
Fuchrer, no longer exists !! 

Oh, my girl, how lovely would it be to stay for once with 
you and the children! 


Sweetheart mine, 


Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
24.10.1944 


What do you say about my letter to our 
darling boy, which I typed myself? 


1 For a full account of the medical intrigues at Hitler’s court see The Last 
Days of Hitler (and ed. 1950), pp. 66-79. 
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Mummy-Girl, 


Whether our children become labourers or artisans or 
scholars does not mattcr. The main thing is that they live 
their lives cleanly and honestly. 

Fondly your 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 

Obersalzberg 

24.10.1944 
. .. You’re sure to be with us soon, and then you will be 
able to enjoy the children yourself. Yesterday evening had 
a talk with Evi. She is very satisfied with her work, but 
greatly worried because you are so near the frontier. Let’s 
hope the Fuehrer soon decides to come here—or do you think 
it possible that you will go somewhere else? Here it is 
safest, after all. [vEs, BUT... FOR PSYCHOLOGICAL REASONS, 
THE FUEHRER DOESN'T WANT TO GO TO OBERSALZBERG, 
BECAUSE IT MIGHT LOOK AS IF HE WITHDREW TO A PEACEFUL 
PRIVATE LIFE WHILE OUT THERE PEOPLE ARE FIGHTING HARD, 
SUFFERING AND DYING. IT WOULD LOOK DIFFERENT IF THERE 
WERE AT LEAST NO LADIES AT BERGHOF. BUT A SET-UP COM- 
PLETE WITH LADIES SCARES OTHERS TOO, SUCH AS PUMA. IT IS 
QUITE TRUE, A LUNCHEON TABLE, ETC., WITH LADIES PRESENT 
MAKES A WRONG, UNFAVOURABLE IMPRESSION. ESPECIALLY AS 
OUR OFFICERS, LORENZ, ETC. ETC., WOULD THEN FETCH THEIR 
WIVES TO BERCHTESGADEN. AND IF THE OFFICERS OR OTHER 
MEN AT FUEHRER’S H.Q. START SITTING ABOUT IN DIVERSE 
BERCHTESGADEN TAVERNS, TOGETHER WITH THEIR WIVES, IT 
WOULD NATURALLY MAKE AN APPALLINGLY BAD IMPRES- 
SION. .» «| 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 


; 25.10.1944 
My Mummy-Girl, 
1. Enclosed a very nice letter from M. 
After this I shall ring her up once again. 
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2. It is not yet certain when we shall leave here. Since 
the Fuehrer declared that he would only leave if the military 
situation here in the East was forcing him to do so, we can 
only hope that we will stay on here, and can stay on here, 
till the end of the war. 

On the other hand we would like rather more safety for 
the Fuehrer—sixty or eighty kilometres are no distance for 
armoured cars—and anyway we should prefer a friendlier 
place for the Fuehrer to recover. But the Fuehrer com- 
mands, and we obey. 

Now the year of 1944 is drawing near its end! Seen 
superficially, it brought us no successes, but at closer inspec- 
tion we can be quite satisfied with its course so far, despite, 
no, in view of the collapse of the central front in the East and 
the Western front on the Channel! The national community 
has stood its test, and we are so far able to overcome the 
thousand difficulties which the enemy’s domination of the 
air creates for us. 

This is the worst of all: this overwhelming domination of 
the air by the Anglo-Americans, whom the occupation of 
France and Belgium presented with innumerable good air- 
fields and air bases in the closest neighbourhood of our vitally 
important coal and iron industries. Of course, the short dis- 
tance for flying in and back immensely increases the odds in 
favour of the enemy bombers. In this field we shall have 
many more things to bear and infinite difficulties to master! 

I hope you over there will be spared air raids—if the British 

want, they are, of course, in a position to smash up every 
house in Obersalzberg, and then the deep shelters wouldn’t 
be much use cither. In that case you would have to move out, 
after all, but preferably to Munich-Pullach; Stolpe is an 
alternative, but there I have no strongly built basement for 
you. If our house at Obersalzberg is still standing by 
Christmas, we should, in my opinion, keep Nelli Scholten 
there over Christmas and the New Year, so that she can 
enjoy herself with the children precisely during those days. 
I’m sure Gustav and Gerhard would be delighted with the 
arrangement. 
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And I hope, too, that M. will be there for Christmas and 
New Year. 

We shall, no doubt, spend these days in one of the H.Q,s 
at the front, in this year of all years. 

If we had to leave here now, we would go first to Berlin. 
This would have its various disadvantages—every Tom, 
Dick and Harry would come running to the Fuehrer to get 
undecided questions settled—but the Fuehrer would not like 
to create a wrong impression, and so he doesn’t wish to go 
to Obersalzberg if it can possibly be avoided. 

Here I am having visitors practically every night—Fege- 
lein, Puma and Burgdorff invade my room most nights— 
then there is shop talk and discussion of current problems 
over a bottle of wine. Last night H. Himmler and I— 
Himmler had his evening meal with me, together with 
Fegelein and Burgdorff—laughed till we cried at those two 
funny birds—they are like a pair of naughty boys. And 
Burgdorff is forty-nine, and will soon be made a Generalin 
the Infantry! Fegelein told his boss what it was like to be 
shouted at by him over the telephone; he, Fegelein felt, as 
it were, white steam puffing from his ears, and when he had 
to transmit messages from the RFSS to the Fuehrer or to 
other quarters, he felt rather like a pumping station, with 
the RFSS Diesel oil being poured into it from the top, and 
so on and so forth. 

You can imagine what fun we had, But enough now. 

Iam your 


M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 

26.10.1944 

... Yesterday morning Grete Fegelein? was here, to bring 
me a dozen pairs of stockings from her husband, and choco- 
late for the children. [IF EVEN YOU GET SO FANTASTICALLY 


1 Eva Braun’s sister who had married Fegelein, 
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MANY STOCKINGS FROM HIM, HOW MANY MAY E.B. POSSESS? 
LET BERNHARD GIVE YOU PLENTY OF SOAP, I NEED SOME AGAIN 
Too.] Now she has gone away to O. This morning we 
have a marvellous autumn weather. Berchtesgaden is 
wrapped in mist, and so is the Achen valley, but the 
mountains on the other side are sunlit. When are you 
people going to come here? They have drawn so close 
to you now—and yet, I believe the Fuehrer’s presence 
is absolutely necessary there. [QUITE TRUE, AND THIS IS 
THE REASON WHY THE FUEHRER DOESN'T WANT TO LEAVE 
HERE. ] 

I enclose a registered letter which I received yesterday. 
Just as at the end of the last war, fortune-tellers and prophets 
have a strong following. I have been told by many people 
about the Swedish clairvoyant! who speaks of a great battle 
in the West in November, but forecasts for us a favourable 
end of the war in 1946. Ilsebill came to me with this story, 
and Inge told me that in Kiel it was being talked about too. 
There has never yet been a prophecy which was bad for us, 
they all have spoken of a hard struggle but final victory. 
Don’t you, too, get a lot of things like that through your 
department, or do you throw them in the waste paper basket 
straight away? [I NEVER EVEN GET SUCH RUBBISH! DON’T 
WANT TO SEE IT EITHER! IT Is SAD THAT IN TIMES OF NEED 
MANY PEOPLE BELIEVE IN SUCH BUNKUM, BECAUSE IT LOOKS 
TO THEM LIKE A STRAW AT WHICH TO CLUTCH IN THEIR 
“GENERAL LACK OF FAITH.] The woman who writes to me 
has several other requests, which is why I pass the letter on 
to you; she insists on seeing the Fuehrer and leaving him a 
legacy in her will... . 

[THE FUEHRER TOLD ME YESTERDAY, AFTER MY REPORT, 
THAT HE WOULD IN NO CASE LEAVE HERE AS LONG AS THE 
PRESENT CRISIS CONTINUES. AS THINGS ARE, HE WOULD ONLY 
DEPART FROM HERE IF FORCED TO DO SO BY A FURTHER 
ADVANCE OR A BREAK-THROUGH OF THE RUSSIANS! 


1 The ‘Swedish clairvoyant’ was one Gruenberg, whose optimistic prophecies 
were published, at the instigation of Goebbels, in the Norwegian press. See 
Rudolf Semler, Goebbels the Man Next to Hitler, p. 123. 
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HE THINKS THAT IT IS HIS PRESENCE WHICH GIVES THE NECES- 
SARY CALM AND CONFIDENCE TO MANY EAST-PRUSSIANS AND 
ENFORCES CORRESPONDING EFFORTS BY THE DIVISIONS. AND 
THIS IS SURELY TRUE. WITHOUT THE FUEHRER’S STEELY, 
DETERMINED ATTITUDE TO PROP THEM UP, MANY OFFICERS 
GIVE UP POSITION AFTER POSITION, AREA AFTER AREA, MUCH 
TOO EASILY. 

IN ANY CASE THE FUEHRER’S H.Q. HERE HAS ALREADY BEEN 
‘LOOSENED UP’, AS THE TECHNICAL TERM SAYS, WHICH MEANS 
THAT EVERYTHING NOT ABSOLUTELY NEEDED HAS BEEN SENT 
AWAY. THIS APPLIES TO FURNITURE AS WELL AS TO PEOPLE. 

HOWEVER, MY ENTIRE STAFF IS STILL HERE, FOR I HAVE 
ANYWAY ONLY THE STRICTLY NECESSARY TEAM WITH ME. 

THE CELEBRATIONS OF THE 8TH AND QTH OF NOVEMBER 
ARE TO BE CONCENTRATED ON A SINGLE DAY AND HELD ON 
THE 12TH. THE HOUR OF REMEMBRANCE, WHICH WE USED TO 
HAVE IN THE AFTERNOON OF THE 8TH OF NOVEMBER, WILL 
BE OBSERVED TOGETHER WITH THE TAKING OF THE OATH 
CEREMONY OF THE VOLKSSTURM ON THE 12TH, PROBABLY AT 
4 P.M. AT THE CIRCUS KRONE. THIS MEANS THAT I SHALL COME 
TO MUNICH ON THE IITH, AND HIMMLER TOO, BUT PROBABLY 
NOT THE CHIEF. THE GAULEITERS WILL STAY IN THEIR 
GAUS. .. .] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


27.10.1944 
My Beloved, 

This time I had at long last a whole night’s 
sleep—one works better, one’s brain thinks more willingly 
and productively, when one has slept one’s fill. 

Tonight, however, I’ll have Jodl, Bouhler,! Burgdorff, 
Puma, Voss? and Fegelein here with me—it was their wish, 
passed on to me by Puma. I begin to believe that I have the 
talents of a good host—the warriors seem to like it with 
me—but on the whole I share the opinion Dr. Windhebel 


1 Philipp Bouhler, head of Hitler’s personal nalen: 
2 Admiral Voss was Grand Admiral Dönitz’s liaison officer at Hitler’s H.Q. 
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expresses on p. 388. That is to say, I love having comrades 
round me, or other people who fit in with me, but apart 
from them—no, thanks! 

To treat with kindness every Machler, every Brandt or 
Conti, or others of that ilk—no, that’s a terrible thought! 

But, my girl, duty calls—I haven’t yet read today’s mail 
or the teleprinter messages which have come in the mean- 
time! 

I am all your 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
29.10.1944 
My Dcarest, 
I am so glad to know that you arrived safely in 
Pullach. Admittedly I am not often afraid, but when you’re 
travelling I am afraid with a vengeance! When you are 
back in port at Obersalzberg I'll be very glad indeed. 

This evening I wished our dear Gustav many happy 
returns—he was with Frau Nelli, who will stay there till 
tomorrow, and Gustav was very happy to have his mummy 
with him on his birthday. 

And just a moment ago, at 10 p.m., you telephoned to 
tell me that your mother is dead—it is a great sorrow for 
you—it would hit me very much if I lost my own mother, 
although she is so old and rather cranky. After all, she is 
my mother and I owe her a lot. 

Please give my sympathy to your father, you can do it 
better than I could in a letter. Your mother wasn’t so close 
to me—I say it quite frankly—as your grandmother, whom 
I loved very much. I am still moved when I remember 
that last visit to Freiburg. I can see her before me and hear 
her dear voice! Do inquire, when there is an occasion, 
whether her grave is really well looked after; if not, I shall 
see to it. 

Keep well for my sake, my dearest, my darling Mummy! 
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I believe that one day, when you are twice as old as now, 
you will be like our dear great-granny. My love, you have 
more of her in you than of anyonc else. 

At this moment I don’t feel in the least like being with 
strange people, but very soon—by now it is 10.30—Fegelein, 
Jodl, Puma, Voss, Burgdorff, etc. will be here to celebrate 
the beginning of Fegelein’s birthday with me. 

My own, I wish I could be with you now! 


I am all yours, 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


30.10.1944 
My dearest husband, 

A while ago you told me that you 
wanted to be with me now, and I am fecling your presence 
very strongly. It happened so quickly and surprisingly with 
Mother that I cannot take it in yet. The doctor said that she 
had had a bad heart for the last fifteen years or so. The first 
time they noticed it was last October, after her car accident; 
in August her heart went wrong on her while she was 
swimming, so that she had to stay in bed afterwards. ... 

. ... We shan’t realise properly what it means to have 
lost a mother until the next few weeks and months have 
gone. She was always the connecting link betwcen us 
brothers and sisters, all the threads were united in her 
hands. And even if during the last few years we all stopped 
pouring out our worries to her, so as not to burden her still 
more, she always sensed it when something was not quite 
all right, but she swallowed it all down and was outwardly 
always kind and gay. Oh Daddy, you don’t want to admit 
it, but she really was a quite marvellous woman, and so 
brave—nothing could ever upset her calm. She believed 
only the best of everybody, therefore she was so often 
exploited and cheated. My dearest husband, if I am able to 
be the same to you, a whole life long, as my mother was to 
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my father, you can be well content. If my children give me 
their confidence as fully as we did to our mother I shall be 
happy. Imagine how difficult she could have made life for 
me if she had constantly complained because she couldn’t 
ever sec the children, and because I couldn’t come to see her. 
But she didn’t say a word about it, she was only full of joy 
whenever I rang her up, and all the same I know exactly 
how she was suffering under it. But she resigned herself 
because it couldn’t be otherwise. I am sure you did not 
have a bad mother-in-law. [no.] Ill do my very best, more 
than ever, to fight against those faults of mine which I have 
inherited from her, so that you can always think kindly of 
her. [DEAREST!] You see, the things you so love in me have 
come to me from my mother, too. I am wholly 
Your Mummy. 

[HEART OF MINE! THIS LETTER BREATHES ALL YOU ARE. I 
AM VERY HAPPY AND WHOLLY YOURS, M.B.] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
31.10.1944 
My beloved wife, 
There was less mail today, so that I now 
can write a few more lines to you. 

It is getting increasingly clear that our whole conduct of 
the war depends on the Air Force. Here the Reich Marshal 
and his men are being criticised without restraint. People 
refer to the constant failure ofthe Air Force Command ever 
since Stalingrad and North Africa; if there is no air force 
available, not even for reconnaissance, even the heroic fight 
of the infantry, the U-boats, etc. is in vain. Sepp Dietrich, 
too, says this in so many words. But apparently the Reich 
Marshal refuses to acknowledge this state of things and calls 
it all mere slander! 

But why should I tell you about my worries—we shall 
overcome this depression too ! 
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Still, you can imagine the Fuehrer’s anxieties ! The effect of 
enemy air raids in the Ruhr is frightful—the whole industry 
is being smashed, and all communications as well, we can’t 
get any coal from there and can’t get potatoes, etc., to them. 
So be very economical with fuel! 

At my request, Uncle Heinrich is going to the Ruhr on 
November srd, together with Klopfer, Friedrichs and others, 
to put things in order. 

Well, everyone has his difficulties. I have mine with good 
old Friedrichs, who is the soul of decency but gets more and 
more daft! 

Do you know who is my comfort here when I’ve been 
particularly annoyed? The good Kortüm. And in view of 
the constant annoyance there is, I keep his book always at 
hand. Then I open it at random and soon find myself 
excellently entertained. This earth with all its trimmings is, 
after all, a very imperfect affair, and wars make neither 
people nor conditions any more perfect. This has to be our 
consolation! 

Oh, sweetheart, I am already now longing to be with 
you again! 

Fondly your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


4.11.1944 
12 0°. 


My Dearest, 

Yesterday I had no time to write, there was too 
much work to do. In the afternoon, Speer was three hours 
with me, in the evening he was with the Reich Marshal, 
whom he sces often and with whom he has antagonisms in 
common. For instance, neither of them can stand Goebbels, 
—far less me; etc. etc. 

The fact is, I am too primitively incapable of compromise 
for the taste of those two, too much the narrow Party man 
who doesn’t want to understand, and moreover I am the 
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one who ‘foolishly’ submits everything to the Fuehrer, 
etc, 

To my surprise, the Reich Marshal wishes to have a talk 
with me tomorrow. Last night he rang me up at quarter 
to one, at a time when he usually is asleep, since he gets up 
early in the morning. I really would like to know whether 
Speer is bchind this abrupt invitation—presumably he is! 

At present the Reich Marshal is fuming with rage. The 
other day he said to a certain General Hengel that he was 
taking notc of all those who pissed on him or just lifted a 
leg... which astonishing formula at once made the round of 
the whole camp, of course, especially as Hengel is NSFO for 
the Army. It was said that, if the Reich Marshal calls it 
‘pissing’ to makc factual statements about shortcomings of 
the Air Force, the whole nation was doing it to him. 
Naturally these comments are brought back to him by his 
followers, by Speer and so on, and can only increase his ire. 

As far as I am concerned, the Reich Marshal is also bound 
to be angry with me because the Gauleiters often include 
sharp observations in their ‘Air War Reports’. These 
disagreeable reports go to Schaub, and through him they 
go to the Fuehrer, by order. 

I tell you all this only so that you should for heaven’s sake 
be prudent with all you say up there; everything is being 
passed on, distorted and blackened—alas, Kortiim is only 
too right in what he says about Holdermann and Fust. See 
p. 226, third paragraph! 

But let’s leave that. Gertrud wrote me another nice letter, 
and today I had one from Gerhard. Of course both will get 
an answer soon. 

Today—like yesterday and the day before—there is again 
very strong enemy air activity. On the Berghof they are 
down in the shelter, and I suppose you are too. It will be 
such a joy to have you well and safe with me again! I hope 
that my plans to go away will materialise. 

Your 
M. 
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M.B. to G.B. 
11.12.1944 
My darling girl, 
What a pity that I can’t be more with you, 
whether it is in Mecklenburg or at Obersalzberg. 

Here we have been dumped into badly preparcd quarters.! 
The proverb ‘On whom the Lord bestows an office, he 
also bestows intelligence’ certainly does not apply to officers. 

As our teleprinters were unsuitably installed, no tele- 
printer cables connected, neither typewriter desks nor 
shelves set up in the tiny room where my typists have to 
work, I was forced early this morning to lodge outspoken 
protest. 

Now I have asked for Bühler to come here, otherwise the 
vegetable supplies for the Chief are sure to be in the same 
mess as my communications apparatus, and I have also 
called in one of our own teleprinter electricians. 

Our place of residence must be kept secret. Speer built it 
before the start of the campaign in France. 

And this has to be enough for the moment. Up till now 
we had no time to go to bed at all; we left Berlin with the 
fast train yesterday at 5 p.m., got out at 3 a.m. last night 
to continue by car, but arrived here only at dawn because 
of recent snow falls. And now it is 11.15 a.m.! 

And I nearly forgot the main thing : how lovely those days 
in Mecklenburg were! I am very happy that I could enjoy 
being with you, at least for a few tranquil hours. It is only 
possible, after all, when I have got you alone, on the Ligeret 
or in Mecklenburg. (The children are part of you, there- 
fore they don’t disturb !) 


Keep well, Most Beautiful, for your M 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
My Beloved, 15.12.1944 
Uncle H.H. came and had lunch with me 
1 Bormann writes from von Runstedt’s headquarters on the Western Front. 
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today, after which he and Fegelein worked in my office till 
three o’clock, and they have now gone off to the daily situa- 
tion conference. 

Thank you, my darling, for looking after all my wants 
with such promptitude and efficiency. I cannot tell you how 
thankful and how grateful I am that I have you, my beloved 
children’s Mummy ! 

Unfortunately today I have nothing that I can send you; 
I haven’t even got any Christmas presents for you or the 
children. Please don’t be sad about it! 

This morning I spent two and a half hours walking in the 
countryside near our camp with Fegelein; the rolling hills, 
valleys and woods are rather like the Eifel district, but it is 
not so hilly as the Black Forest. If I can make the time, we 
propose to go for a walk every day, for the sake of our 
health. 

If only peace would come! If this war continues much 
longer all my hair and teeth will fall out, and I shall become 
a real poor old gaffer! 

Life at the moment is just beastly. Even the miserable 
little walk I took today has left me stiff and sore, because 
it’s the first bit of exercise I’ve had for years! Everybody 
else here seems to be able to arrange their lives more accord- 
ing to their own liking and so to keep fit—anyway, fitter 
than your husband, my poor little woman! But go on loving 
him, for he is utterly yours. xa 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 
19.12.1944 
My Beloved, 

I felt rotten all day yesterday. I woke up with a 
frightful headache and, although I had eaten well the day 
before, I felt as weak as a kitten. I stayed in bed and starved 
myself, drinking nothing but apple-juice, and this seems to 
have had the desired effect. About noon—it would of course 
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happen on this of all days—the Chief came over to my 
quarters to have a talk with me. Müller told him about 
my headaches, and the Fuehrer immediately instructed 
Morell to come and look after me. By the time he arrived, 
however, I was already fully dressed and working at my 
desk, and so he had to content himself with taking my blood 
pressure and giving me the enclosed medicine which you 
may give as a present to Müller-Buchenhöhe! In the after- 
noon I had another sleep, drank more apple juice, was sick, 
as I hoped I would be, and now I fecl fine again! The 
headache has gone, and the fasting has done me good. 

Today, too, I have as yet eaten nothing; but I’ve been 
for another two hour walk with Fegelein and Burgdorf. 

You poor people were, I suppose, once more stuck for 
hours in the air-raid shelters, I will give you a ring at 
2.45 p.m.; I tried to get you a quarter of an hour ago, but 
failed. 

On our walks Fegelein talks all the time; Burgdorff throws 
in a word or two every now and then, and I am the silent 
one who gets a good laugh out of it. 

From M. I have got the enclosed letter; I wrote her a 
Christmas letter today, but I cannot phone to her; the 
telephone system is in a deplorable state, and breakdowns 
are constantly occurring. I enclose also a few notes for your 
information. When you have read them, pass them on to 
Fraulein Silberhorn. I cannot tell you how glad I am that 
you have really good bomb-proof shelters. As soon as I can, 
I shall have some new and stronger ones constructed for you, 
with a ferro-concrete roof a hundred metres thick! The 
British—keep this to yourself—are copying our V.1. What 
sort of surprises this war has in store for us in the future, 
God only knows; but for my part, I prefer to be prepared. 

And now, no more for the present. I must get back to my 
work—and it is for you, too, that I work, my beloved. 

Your 
M. 
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M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
25.12.1944 
My darling girl, 
Today I was again furious with Morell. 
The driver from our Obersalzberg M.T. unit, who has been 
allotted to him, is excused all other duty, with the result that 
he loafs about all day in Morell’s quarters and even sleeps 
there! Even my driver comes to me only when I have to go 
somewhere, and for the rest of the time does ordinary duty 
with the unit. But not so, of course, the gentleman who 
obliges Morell! This lazy stinker—‘the typical Austrian 
hobo’, as Geiger describes him, has nothing to do the whole 
day long, for Morell hardly ever needs to be driven some- 
where. On the strength of these services Morell has recom- 
mended him for preferential promotion, if you please! I told 
him that the fellow would first have to do at least three 
months’ front-line service! Thereupon Mr. Morell scurries 
off to the Fuehrer, who without further inquiry swallows the 
fairy story that Morell pitches him about his dear driver 
and directs that the man remain where he is! Now I shall 
have to go to the Fuehrer and tell him the whole story of 
Mr. Morell and his tricks. I shall be damn glad when I have 
nothing more to do with Morell and all his works—he’s a 
regular pest! 
No chance here, I’m afraid, of a peaceful hour or so with a 
book; I shall have to make up for lost time later. 
With love, 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer's Headquarters 
26.12.1944 

My most beloved Mummy-girl, 
No walk yesterday, but we 
had a good two hours today. Then back to a man’s size 
breakfast—salmon, goose liver and bréakfast sausage! If we 
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don’t get some exercise, we'll get real Christmas tummies, all 
of us. We take no lunch, though! 

The first situation conference of the day now takes place at 
5 p.m., and the second either at midnight or half an hour 
later. Fegelein and Burgdorff are usually with me from ten till 
quarter to midnight; as soon as they go I get through the 
rest of my day’s work and then get to bed just as quickly as 
I can. 

For our morning walks we have to thank Fegelein who 
comes along and routs us out without mercy every day. 

The last two days we have had wonderful clear weather— 
unfortunately, because the Anglo-American forces profit by 
it to increase their air support of ground activities and to 
step up the bombing of our supplies, etc. etc. 

The Fuehrer takes a short walk each day, and it is ob- 
viously doing him a lot of good. I wish he could get rid of 
these fits of trembling—first it was his leg, and now it has 
moved to his left arm and hand. And yet, simply everything 
depends on his health! The future of a whole nation! 

Your ideas about things to come are by no means extra- 
vagant, and there is no doubt that in the future we shall be 
compelled to build important factories and the like deep 
beneath the carth’s surface. Wherever towns and villages 
are built on a slope it will be necessary at once to dig deep 
shafts into the hill or mountainside, with special cellars— 
storerooms—for all inhabitants. In the new manor farms 
which we are going to build in the North, the buildings will 
have to be constructed with three or four basements, and 
collective shelters must be built at various points for the whole 
village community from the start. That, however, lies a long 
way in the future. I hope very much that I shall be able to 
come and see you soon. Ifthe situation remains as it now is, 
I expect to be able to get away for a few days in January. 
If M. cares to come at the same time, I don’t mind—it’s up 
to her! I am so looking forward to being with you again. 

Your 
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M.B. to G.B. 

Fuehrer's Headquarters 
27.12.1944 

My beloved Girl, 
Yesterday evening we went and saw 
Colonel Streve, the Camp Commandant. The invitation for 
Burgdorff and myself was engineered by that autocrat, Fege- 
lein, and we could not very well refuse without causing a 
stir. I did, indeed, protest and said that he and Burgdorff 
had better go on their own, but Fegelein was so pressingly 
persuasive that in the end I gave way. We were back within 

a couple of hours. 

One thing is quite certain—in Fegelein, Gretel has a some- 
what difficult husband. He phoned to her from my office 
today, and I was able to hear the conversation. He ‘gave 
her a real ticking off’, to repeat his own phrase; she was to 
get up carly in the mornings, he ordered, and do some work 
—for instance in the kitchen, while she was at the Berghof— 
instead of lying in bed till mid-day and lazing about the 
whole day! He said it all to her again today. He certainly 
calls a spade a spade. 

The others—Puma and the rest—are annoyed because we 
take only breakfast and then don’t turn up for meals. But 
Puma and Burgdorff, unfortunately, don’t get on very well 
together. Fegelcin and Burgdorff think that Puma is too 
wishy-washy and too obstinate. Puma, by the way, also has 
his troubles; his cousin in Nipoglense, with whom his wife 
and children have been staying for the last two years, has 
been arrested and will be brought to trial before the People’s 
Court, charged with having known about the preparations 
for the July 2oth plot. This cousin has no children of his 
own, and Puma always hoped that his own children would 
one day inherit the Nipoglense property. But if the cousin 
is convicted, then the place will, of course, be automatically 
confiscated by the State. 

It is quite unpleasant enough to have a cousin of this kind: 
but apart from that, Puma’s brother was estate agent to one 
of the Counts, who was hanged! Well, everybody has his 
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little troubles! But I—as I must repeat again and again—am 
the happiest of men, for I have you, my beautiful darling, 
and your lovely, bonny children. 
I am your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
28.12.1944 
My beloved Mummy-Girl, 

What I wish for you, for myself and for 
our children as we stand on the threshold of a new year you 
know already—first and foremost, good health, and with it 
the happiness, the zest for life and endeavour it engenders. 
More closely than those of most families, our happiness, 
our fortunes and our fate are bound to those of our Fuehrer 
and, consequently, of the German people. Let us therefore 
hope and pray that our Fuehrer will remain with us in good 
health and that the year 1945 may bring us a good peace! 

At the moment victory seems a long way off. The day 
before yesterday the enemy flew over 3,000 sorties on the 
Western front; their aircraft fly when, how and where they 
like, German planes are nowhere to be seen, and the meagre 
A.A. we have, as you yourselves have seen only too plainly, 
poops merrily but fruitlessly away into an empty blue sky! 

Temporarily we have had to give up the construction of 
new defensive positions in the West and concentrate, by 
mobilising civilians, on patching up our roads and, above 
all, our railways. Enemy air activity is by far the greatest 
worry we have. From half past nine this morning until two 
o’clock the air raid warning is usually on without a pause, 
and later in the afternoon it starts all over again! 

If our lads were already grown up, I wouldn’t let one of 
them go into the Air Force, for the whole organisation is 
now as useless as its antiquated types of aircraft. But enough 
of these gloomy subjects! The advantages are not all on the 
enemy’s side, and we still have some things which he has not, 
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Now I have an earnest request to make; please do look 
after your health. You haven’t the constitution of a horse, 
you know! And if you are to remain in good health—and for 
all our sakes you must—you mustn’t go on overdoing things 
without any consideration for yourself, as you are doing 
now. The family has great need of its strong and healthy 
mummy, and if you are to have many more babies, you 
must stay fit and well. So please, . . . and look after your- 
sclf and the children, and bring them up in the right way. 

Your 


M.B. to G.B. 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
30.12.1944 
My Beloved, 

As promised, here’s a telegraphic report on 
yesterday’s events. Reception at Heinrich Himmler’s, 
about 45 guests—that is, practically our whole H.Q. Staff, 
plus the Army H.Q. Staff, and Field Marshal Rundstedt 
and his officers. 

After dinner animated little discussion groups—then home 
again—about twenty minutes drive—to our own quarters. 
Then a continuation of our merry party in my office. Master 
of Ceremonics—Fegelein! Also present: Jodi, Burgdorff, 
Lorenz and the young girls Lechner and Unterholzner.* 
Music, dancing and gaiety! 

I did not dance—but you ought to have seen Jodl! 

I had been on my feet since eight o’clock yesterday morn- 
ing and was dog tired. So, as the doughty warriors had put 
their overcoats in my bedroom, I lay down on Fraulein 
Klee’s bed (she was on night duty) and slept the sleep of the 
just, and by the time Jeschke woke me, the guests had all 
gone. According to Fegelein, they had continued to ‘fool 
round’ with the girls (Fegelein’s own expression), but that 
isn’t as bad as it sounds, for the girls sleep two to a room, 

1 Frl. Lechner and Frl, Unterholzner were secretaries in Bormann’s office. 
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with one bed above the other, like our own children. 
Fegelein said he thought I had been wise and had had the 
best of things. 

Today my Inspector of Defence Constructions, Eastern 
Front, Lindau, came to receive the Knight’s Cross which 
has been awarded to him. 

The Fuchrer will speak on New Year’s Eve. Schaub tells 
me that his speech is already prepared—thirty pages of 
typescript—and that the Radio car has arrived. 

That’s the news in a nutshell. 

For Christmas M. has sent me von Bouhler’s book on 
Napoleon (she would !), a funny little doll and a small photo 
album. All of which I will send home in the next suitcase! 
but you mustn’t tell her! 

This evening Himmler and I visit Field Marshal Rund- 
stedt, the C.i.C. West, but it will be a short visit. And 
tomorrow, provided the Fuchrer doesn’t summon me to 
the tea party, I shall go to bed at ten for once. I enclose 
some old saws about the weather, etc., which I had copied 
from an almanac for you. Mind you keep them! 

Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 


My beloved wife, Ee Eales 

On the last day of the old year, on the 

first day of the new year and every day as long as I live—I 
love you. 

Your 
M. 
M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
1.1.1945 


My Beloved, 4.55 am. 

The Fuehrer left me twenty minutes ago; last 

night at eleven o’clock a new offensive was launched on a 
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new part of our front, and the Fuehrer wished to go and hear 
the first reports. Unfortunately the weather is not very 
propitious—a full moon in a crystal clear sky, which means 
that tomorrow, that is on the 1.1.1945, it will be a bright 
clear day, and the enemy aircraft will be able to strike every- 
where at will and light bombers shoot up every moving 
vehicle, etc. However, we can only hope that the offensive 
will bring at least part of the success that the Fuehrer 
expects of it. 

This is the year of destiny—for us personally and for the 
whole of our people. Thanks to the failure of our Air 
Command it will be a harder year than the last. Neverthe- 
less we must stecl ourselves and stick it! 

Like that of every other family of the nation, the fate of our 
family and of our children depends on the course of the war. 
Reason cnough for me to pull harder than ever! 

So, my dear, you must be neither angry nor sad, if you 
find that I have aged very much. Fifteen years of most 
strenuous work without any break leave their mark! 

All the same, never cease to love 

Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
1.1.1945 

My Sweet, 

Let me once more on this, the first day of this 
year of destiny, send you the love and greetings of my 
heart. 

Today the following had lunch with the Fuehrer: the 
Reich Marshal, Ribbentrop, Keitel, Rundstedt, Speer (who 
cuts me when he can!), M.B., Scherrf, Jodl, Burgdorff, 
Dönitz and Guderian. 

I enclose my diary for 1944— please take great care of it. 

With best love, 
Your 
M. 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


1.1.1945 
My darling Daddy, 

I was delighted to get your long letters 
of December 27th and 28th. They have given me plenty to 
think about—particularly your plans for post-war recon- 
struction. I am boundlessly furious at the thought that we, 
with our innate longing for light and sunshine, should be 
compelled by the Jews to make our abodes as if we were 
beings of the underworld. I am not referring to our personal 
housing. I know that even underground you will build for 
us a cosy, roomy and practical home, in which we shall all 
be very comfortable; but the consequences for our people, 
for their health and culture, must be enormous. I wonder 
whether a totally new race will not grow up as a result.... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
2.1.1945 
My Beloved, 

How I wish I were with you! Fegelein doesn’t 
leave here till Sunday next; but I shall try and get away 
before, so that I still can see my Krönzi. 

Tomorrow we have an important conference with the 
Fuehrer on the subject of the Replacement Army. Speer is 
already here, and Ganzenmüller! and Goebbels are also 
coming ; they will probably stay till the evening of the fourth, 
and I shall not, in any case, be able to get away before that. 

I should very much like to pay one visit to Schluchsee and 
combine it, if possible, with a visit to Himmler; he has his 
quarters—that is to say, his train—either in the vicinity of 
one of the Murgtal tunnels or near Triberg. Borgmann 
returned to duty today, but he has been told to take things 
very easy. 

Yesterday evening we saw one of the best films I have 

1 Albert Ganzenmiiller, Minister for Communications. 
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ever seen: ‘The Symphony of a Life’. Superb photography, 
hardly any dialogue and very good acting. The theme is 
an old-fashioned one—the tragic conflict of one or two 
people. Our doctrine that the individual cannot do as he 
pleases but is bound in everything to the community and its 
well-being, seems to be ignored in all these films and plays. 

I stayed on at the Officers’ Club for half an hour or so, 
then I went and finished my work and then to bed. Fegelein, 
who stayed on, was very amusing during to-day’s walk; 
Schaub, he said, has got thoroughly tight and had made a lot 
of speeches and grumbled because he had not been awarded 
the July goth Wound Insignia. He declared that up till that 
date his hearing had been perfect, but that since July zoth 
he had become very hard of hearing. (Absolute rubbish—he’s 
been as deaf as a post for years!). Apart from that, he was, 
he claimed, the senior man in the SS but no one, of course, 
thought of making him an Armed SS General—no, to stay 
in the ordinary SS was good enough for poor old Schaub! 

What a real curse vanity is! A good lesson for your 
children—see Schopenhauer on the difference between what 
a man is and what he pretends to be. 

For the moment I have no more news. Keep happy and 
well, with all your children, you wonderful, lovely, young 
Mummy-Girl! 

Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
4.1.1945 
My darling girl, 

In these mad times one must be prepared at 
all times to see one’s plans completely upset, and so, today 
as usual, I write to send you my love. 

The railway service gets worse every day—it really is 
abominable! I will try once more to find out definitely 
whether the 9.21 p.m. train from Frankfurt to Munich 
(arrival 6.55 a.m.) is running. If there’s any doubt I shall 
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come by car. In that case I shall leave in the afternoon, and 
the run to Munich—taking into account the many damaged 
stretches on the autobahn—will take about ten hours. As I 
have no serviceable car here and also have no great faith in 
Fegelein’s BMW, I’ve told Kinkel to pick me up here to- 
morrow. 

I have told Fräulein Nölle to pack up the books for Stolpe; 
she will let me know as soon as they are sent off. From the 
books which have been sent to me here, I have selected the 
ones I would like to have at Stolpe. 

I have had charming letters from Gerhard, Gertrud and 
Gustav. 

Your 


M.B. to G.B. 
Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
5.1.1945 
0.45 a.m. 
My beloved little wife, 

We must never cease to rejoice that 
we have our Fuehrer, for our unshakeable faith in ultimate 
victory is founded in a very large measure on the fact that he 
exists. On his genius and rock-like determination! 

And his determination must needs be superhuman, for so 
many things fail to go according to plan when he is not there. 
The Fuehrer’s own creation, the NSDAP, functions well, but 
the Air Force—God help us all! Speer, Saur, Ganzenmiiller 
all tore their hair in despair today! We are lucky in being 
able, thanks to the mobilisation of civilian manpower, to 
speed up the repair of some of our railway lines, but in many 
places even the most devoted endeavour is of no use. On 
the left bank of the Rhine the whole railway system is com- 
pletely destroyed and at a standstill—and what that means 
to our lines of communication to the front you can well 
imagine. 

But I do not want to bother you with all these worries; 
why should I make you feel bad when there is no need of it? 
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You must stay healthy and beautiful for me—without wrin- 
kles! and I myself am certainly getting no younger! Officially 
I am forty-five—and that’s old enough in all conscience, but . 
to those forty-five must now be added the war years—years 
of bitter strife and worry. 

To turn to something else. I think it is a pity that at 
present we have too few living quarters in deep shelters. 
What I should like would be to have enough to be able to 
install all the bedrooms—for you, the children, our guests and 
the servants—underground. Then everybody would have to 
sleep as a matter of course in the shelters. For that matter, 
why leave the dining-room and study furniture above 
ground? If we had enough cellars I should say—below with 
the lot of them! What is the use of possessing nice furniture 
if it is liable to be burnt or ruined by water at the first air 
raid? To put it differently—I’d far rather have well-pre- 
served furniture for bedrooms, living-rooms and a study 
underground, than a burnt-out home above ground. It is 
for this reason that I am pressing so hard for the construction 
of as many cellars as possible in the whole of Obersalzberg. 
The stone houses at Hintereck stand in less danger than the 
barracks, the “Türkenhaus’ and the manor. As soon as 
possible we must also get on with the construction of the 
Buchenhöhe shelters with all the labour we can raise. 

Three days ago Nuremberg had an attack which was 
heavier than all the previous attacks put together. Over 
ninety thousand have been rendered homeless! Practically 
the whole city has been completely destroyed; the heavy 
bombs crashed their way right down into the cellars, and the 
houses then burned from the bottom upwards. All the 
lovely old town has disappeared—and also the industrial 
plants which were so important for our war effort! 


M.B. to G.B. 


5.1.1945 

5 p.m. 

... All hell was again let loose today in the air! Frankfurt, 
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Hanau, Kassel, and so on, and so on, But enough of un- 
pleasant subjects. 

Do please warn the children once again that they must be 
extremely careful in the streets. As well-behaved pedestrians 
we are being continually reminded just how careful one 
must be. When two lorries meet on the road, they drive so 
close to anyone walking at the side of the road that the 
pedestrian is well advised to get right out of the way—even 
the other side of the ditch. That is a sound precaution 
at all times, and when the road is slippery or it is getting 
dark, then it is essential. The driver—particularly if some- 
thing else attracts his attention or if he is dazzled by on- 
coming traffic—simply does not see a pedestrian or a man on 
a bike. You cannot impress this too often on the children. ... 

After the war I intend to see that in my own district, in 
Obersalzberg, that is, an adequate and ample number of 
footpaths is constructed for the use and safety of pedestrians. 
And I shall see that particular attention is paid to the 
approaches to all schools. 

To change the subject completely. I heard today that 
Klingenberg is having an affair with K., the divorcee; 
that chap chases every woman he sees. Even Kr. was for a 
time the object of his attentions ! 

Yesterday evening we saw the film “The Golden City’. It 
is a very well acted film, but one which, unfortunately, like 
so many others, disregards National Socialist principles and 
precepts completely ! 

And finally—I have kept the best news for the end—I 
shall soon be with my Mummy! After today’s attacks on 
Frankfurt, Hanau, etc., that sector of the line will certainly 
be out of action again, and I don’t suppose for a moment 
that the usual train, which was in any case running very 
irregularly, will run at all. So, provided the Fuehrer agrees 
and nothing intervenes, I shall come by car. 

I am longing to be with you. 

Your 
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M.B. to G.B. 
28.1.1945 
My beloved Darling, 

I should very much like to write you a 
really nice Sunday-letter, but conditions in this camp of 
ours make it impossible. We find ourselves in much the same 
situation as ‘Old Fritz’ at the very worst phase of the Seven 
Years War. In the East, fighting is already in progress in 
Königsberg and Breslau, and the most disturbing feature 
of it all is that our troops are showing signs of disintegration. 
We arc of course doing all we can to cope with the situation, 
but you can imagine the difficulties. We shall have to with- 
draw more troops from the Western front—and there, as we 
well know, the enemy is about to launch another major 
offensive, and pretty soon, too! 

Happy as I am when you are with me—as you must have 
scen for yourself more clearly than ever—I am always 
delighted when I know that you are back again with the 
children. Or rather, let me say I am at peace when I know 
that they are under your wing and protection. After all I 
have even less time than ever to devote to you, and you have 
more than ever to stand firmly on your own legs! (on your 
much-beloved legs!!) So, sweetheart, to sum up: I believe 
firmly in an ultimate German victory, but what further 
blows we shall suffer before we achieve it—that we know as 
little as we know whether we ourselves shall survive to see the 
great day. 

When there’s an air raid, do, please, go to the shelters 
as quickly as possible. It is just in your part of the world that I 
fear a sudden surprise attack, like the one on the dams, 
which was as unexpected as it was well-prepared. If you 
get bombed-out up there or if you find yourselves in real 
danger, then you must go at once to the house in Schluchsee, 
either direct or via Munich. 

To avoid carrying too much ballast here, I am sending 
off today another crate of my books to you. Look after 
yourself, my darling, and take care of the children, and— 
chin up! Today it is more important than ever to keep 
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one’s head. Incidentally, there is no need for me to write 
you any long screed on what your attitude should be; we 
are so much one that you invariably act as I expect, and I 
as you do. 


Your 
M.B. 
M.B. to G.B. 
30.1.1945 
4 p.m 


My beloved Mummy-Girl, 
1, Adjoining a few letters which 
will make you laugh! 

2. Please take the necessary precautions against the food 
shortage difficulties with which we shall soon be faced. I 
think you should dry as many eating apples as you can; 
far better to eat dried apple than nothing! Think about it 
and lay your plans well in advance. Send a supply of 
honey—say, fifty pounds—ahead of you to Haus-Sce. See 
that you have an adequate supply of honey in the shelter, 
and find out from Hayer personally whether he has stored his 
honey in a reasonably bomb-proof place. Where are the 
hives, by the way? 

3. As regards dried vegetables I am writing myself to 
Dittmer—Helmut is taking the letter. If he is able to 
supply what we want, then again you must send half as a 
reserve to Haus-See. 

In the meanwhile a great many people in Berlin and the 
surrounding districts are becoming very nervous and dis- 
pirited; a fact which, in view ofthe Russian atrocities, is not 
astonishing, but is none the less deplorable on that account! 
The Bolsheviks are ravaging everything. They regard 
ordinary rape as just a joke, and mass shootings— particularly 
in the rural districts—as an everyday occurrence. You and 
the children must never fall into the hands of these wild 
beasts! But I hope very much that the danger will never 
arise, and that the Fuehrer will succeed in parrying this 
blow, as he has parried the others before it. Among the two 
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or three millions who have been driven from hearth and 
home there is, as you may imagine, the most unutterable 
misery. The children are starving and being frozen to death, 
and all we can do is to harden our hearts and strive all the 
more fiercely to save the rest of our people, and to build up 
a new defensive line. We musi succeed. 
Your most devoted 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


31.1.1945 
5.20 p.m. 
My Beloved, 
Enemy tanks- have crossed the Oder near 
Wriezen! That was this morning’s alarming news, upon 
which we felt we had to wake the Fuchrer! 

You know Wriezen—it lies close beside Jackelsbruch. 
For that reason Speer has hastily sent Breker’s best statues 
by lorry to Giesler. 

Well—this is just another bit of panic which we must deal 
with. The Fuehrer and his staff have already taken all 
necessary measures. 

As you may well imagine, lots of people here in Berlin are 
much more agitated than the situation warrants. 

I’m sending Kinkel to Alt-Rehse tomorrow for some suit- 
cases—the contents of one are to be put in the refrigerator 
in Pullach. Fraulein Kriger is waiting to send off the mail, 
so that must be all for today. 


Always keep your love for your old 
M.B. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 
31.1.1945 
My beloved husband, 
Don’t you worry about us. We are 
very careful and industrious, we don’t use too much, and lay 
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in reserves as much as we can. I am always delighted when I 
see my children eat their fill every day at lunch. They aren’t 
at all spoiled and they eat everything that is put before them; 
in fact they are in such fine fettle that even if they get a little 
less, it won’t do them the least harm. I’m glad we are still 
up here and not at Haus-See, where things would be much 
more difficult. 

Rosemarie was working beside me in the shelter today, 
and she told me that her sister-in-law has had twins—two 
little girls. Do you remember when our twins arrived? 
That was by no means a rosy time either. You have always 
impressed on me that we must economise, and we always 
have economised with such success, that we have managed 
somehow; and this time, too, it will work out provided we 
don’t lose our heads, but lay in stores and don’t waste any- 
thing.... 


G.B. to M.B. 


3-2-1945 

My darling Daddy, 
Today has passed in a flash! Actually, 
I intended to have a rest and a quiet day to myself, but from 
eight o’clock onwards the phone never ceased ringing, then 
the Breckers came in and stayed from half-past ten till mid- 
day. Mimina, as usual, was bubbling over with good 
spirits; she talked so fast and so volubly that she often got 
completely tied up in knots in what she was trying to say! 
She told me how they had had to leave Jackelsbruch in a 
hurry. They had intended to go to Berlin only for the one 
day, Thursday, for a conference, and had taken very little 
with them. Their house in Berlin was full of refugees, and 
then they had to go straight on, as they had several things to 
do in Munich. Breker himself was very worried, the situa- 
tion, he said, didn’t bear thinking about—a large number 
of his works were in Paris and nearly all the rest in Jackels- 
bruch; the few odd things in his studio in Berlin were of no 
importance. I tried to console him and said that his stone 
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sculptures, after all, were not easily destroyed, that he would 
probably sce them all again very soon, and that in any case 
we hoped that the Russians would never penetrate so deeply 
into the Oderbruch. 

But—all the time, the Russians were within fifteen kilo- 
metres of Wriczen; then I was terribly worried about you all 
and the heavy raid on Berlin. I am very relieved to know 
that you are all well, and I can only hope that you won’t all 
catch bad colds before the windows are put in again; and as 
you have no water supply, I suppose you can do nothing 
about heating? [No—THE CENTRAL HEATING APPARATUS HAS 
ALSO BEEN DAMAGED.] This afternoon I had another long 
talk with Frau Troost, who wanted to know how you were 
all getting on.... 

. . . We have now reached the parting of the ways; all 
those who have not absolute faith in the Fuehrer are falter- 
ing and losing their courage. [RıGHT.] And I’m afraid there 
are a great number of them. I don’t suppose the time will 
ever come when every German is a real National Socialist, 
but a few determined and brave men will encourage the 
rest and instil a brave spirit in them. Here Gilberg and our 
old Hirschbüchler! both have sublime confidence, without 
being in the least blindly optimistic. Do you remember the 
Fuehrer saying to us during the struggle period that, if in 
1918 there had been a body of ten thousand men under 
strong and determined leadership, everything would have 
been very different? Well—today, we have, thank goodness, 
very many more fine men than that—and not all of them at 
the front, either... . 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


Fuehrer’s Headquarters 
4.2.1945 
My beloved girl, 
I have just this minute taken refuge in my 
seeretary’s office, which is the only room in the place that 
1 Two of Bormann’s house servants. 
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has some temporary windows and is reasonably warm. 
Yesterday’s raid was very heavy; apart from the railway 
stations and lines, which were hardest hit of all, the centre 
and the south of the city were also severely damaged. The 
Reich Chancellery garden is an amazing sight—decp 
craters, fallen trees, and the paths obliterated by a mass of 
rubble and rubbish. The Fuehrer’s residence was badly hit 
several times, of the Winter Gardens and the Banquet Hall 
only the fragments of the walls remain, and the entrance 
hall on the Wilhelmstrasse, where the Wehrmacht guard was 
usually mounted, has been completely destroyed. The new 
Reich Chancellery was also hit several times and is not 
useable for the time being. 

The Voss-Strasse is pitted with enormous craters, and the 
houses opposite, in the Hermann Göring-Strasse, have been 
completely burnt out. The Party Chancellery buildings, 
too, are a sorry sight—all the tiles have gone, all the win- 
dows have been smashed and all the doors have been torn 
out. A heavy bomb hit the entrance to No. 63 Wilhelm- 
strasse and destroyed a number of rooms—the ceilings col- 
lapsed. All day long they have been busy clearing away 
glass and debris, but it is still a dreadful sight! 

In spite of it all, we had to go on working urgently, for 
the war continues on all fronts! Telephone communications 
are still very inadequate, and the Fuehrer’s residence and 
the Party Chancellery still have no connection with the’ 
outside world. 

Even so—it could have been worse! If all the bombs which 
fell in the garden and the street had hit our offices, things 
would have been much worse. 

On top of all this, we have a thoroughly unsatisfactory 
and inefficient administrative service! I kept Winkler far 
too long, and his successor, Zeller, is full of vague plans and 
ideas; he has surrounded himself with a lot of nincompoops, 
instead of getting a few truly efficient men. It really is a 
great source of worry. 

And to crown everything, in this so-called Governmental 
Quarter, the light, power and water supply is still lacking! 
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We have a water-cart standing before the Reich Chancel- 
lery, and that is our only supply for cooking and washing up! 
And the worst thing of all, so Miiller tells me, is the water 
closets. These Commando pigs use them constantly, and not 
one of them ever thinks of taking a bucket of water with him 
to flush the place. 

From this evening I am apparently to have a room in the 
shelter in which to work and sleep. And now I must go and 
ginger my fellows up a bit, and see if we can’t get the 
telephone, etc., going fairly quickly. 

Your own, 


Half a minute!. There’s something else I want to say. In 
the midst of all my work, I have come to the conclusion that 
I must treat you much more gently and lovingly in the 
future than I have done in the past. Up till now I have done 
far too little! And sometimes I was downright beastly to 
you! And from us all, father and children, you are entitled 
to all the love we can give you. 
Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


4.2.1945 
My Beloved, 

By now—it is 4 p.m.—the Party Chancellery 
has two complete rooms in operation, two rooms only, 
that is, complete with doors and windows. Work is prac- 
tically at a standstill, the Munich train has not yet arrived, 
and that means that I have received no mail! But the lights 
went on again half an hour ago, and that of itself is a great 
blessing. An hour ago, too, a new window was put in my 
room, which now once more looks like the room you know 
so well, but the heating is not on yet, and I’m therefore still 
sitting in my fur-lined coat. 
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They tell me that from tonight I shall have a bedroom in 
the shelter. 

But how unimportant all this is in comparison with the 
terrible distress in the East! Village after village is going up 
in flames, and such of the population as have not succeeded 
in fleeing to the woods are shot or otherwise done to death— 
the women only after having been violated again and again. 

The situation has so far not stabilised itself at all. We 
have, it is true, thrown in some reserves, but the Russians 
have many times more tanks, guns and other heavy weapons 
of all kinds, and against them even the most desperate and 
determined resistance of the Volkssiurm is powerless! 

Already the Russians have established their bridge-heads 
over the Oder to the south of Wriezen and in the vicinity of 
Küstrin! You can well imagine what worries beset the 
Fuehrer; and they are now all the greater since, on the 
Western front, we have been driven back to the positions 
which we were holding at the beginning of December—and 
fresh Anglo-American attacks are about to be launched! 
It looks therefore as if the worst phase of our fortunes is still 
to come. 

I would not write all this to you, if I did not know that in 
you I have a very brave and understanding National Socialist 
comrade. But to you I can write quite frankly and tell you 
how very unpleasant—indeed, if I am completely honest, 
how desperate the situation really is, for I know that you, 
like myself, will never lose your faith in ultimate victory. 

In this, my beloved, I know I am not demanding of you 
more than is in you to give, and it is for this very reason that I 
realise, in those most anxious days, what a treasure I have 
in you! And it is once more for this very reason that I now 
see how inadequate my appreciation of you has been in the 
past. 

Until now I have neither realised what a great thing it is 
to have so staunch-hearted a National Socialist as my wife, 
my life’s companion, my sweetheart and the mother of my 
children, nor have I properly appreciated my immense good 
fortune in having you and your children. But now I know 
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how thankful I must be for the way in which destiny has 

treated me; and in these days so filled with anxiety I become 

daily more and more conscious of it. You, my beloved, my 

most beautiful, you are indeed the treasure of my life! 
Your own, 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 

4.2.1945 

... Frau Troost! rang up yesterday and today; she can go 
on talking for hours, and everything one answers gives her 
a fresh theme for conversation! She thinks that the great hall 
in the Berghof should be repainted in the same colour as 
that with which time and light have endowed it— otherwise, 
she says, when the pictures are taken down, it will look 
frightful. She knew, she said, that the Fuehrer had said that 
nothing was to be done. But the walls would be spoilt ifthey 
were not repainted, and it was only a little job which could 
be done in a few days, and the Fuchrer probably wouldn’t 
even notice it, and surely it was better to get it done now 
while the painters were available up here. ... [NO—BECAUSE 
OF THE GUESTS, THE BRAUN PARENTS.] She had already 
spoken to Helmut about it, she said, but it was really 
nothing to do with him. My telephone has not stopped 
ringing today. Frau Schaub rang to ask if you were all 
all right—she had heard from Frau Winter? that the Reich 
Chancellery was on fire. [ror!] Then Frau Winter rang. 
Engel, she said, had been waiting for a call in Tegernsee, 
but it had not come through, and so she had then tried to 
ring up the Reich Chancellery; the exchange replied that 
this was impossible, as the Chancellery was on fire! I told 
her that you were sleeping in the Chancellery, and that you 
certainly wouldn’t do that, if the place was on fire; I told 


1Gerdy Troost, the widow of Professor Paul Ludwig Troost, Hitler’s 
architect. Frau Troost was an interior decorator. She had sole charge of the 
furnishing and decoration of Hitler’s residences. - 

? Anni Winter, Hitler’s housekeeper. 
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her that all the windows had been broken and that you had 
neither light nor water, but that otherwise all was going 
well. That seemed to calm her. Frau Schaub told me that 
Speer is said to be here. [HE SAID LAST NIGHT AT E.B.’S BIRTH- 
DAY PARTY THAT HE HAD BEEN TO OBERSALZBERG!] and to 
have brought Leni Riefenstahl’s! mother with him. It was 
apparently Leni herself who told her, but I have heard 
nothing. All sorts of rumours are flying about these days, 
but when one goes into them properly, one generally finds 
that they are without any foundation. In Salzburg, for 
example, there is said to be an epidemic of ‘infectious 
disease’; when I inquired, I found that it was measles— 
though apparently in a somewhat aggravated form, this 
year, and frequently accompanied by pneumonia. But we 
had the same thing here, and no one is any the worse for it. 
People are nervous and excited, and they exaggerate every- 
thing.... 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


5.2.1945 
My Beloved, 

I was delighted this morning when you told 
me that you had a long discussion yesterday with Helmut 
and this morning with Gretel about all your requirements. 

You make me so happy, my sweet, brave girl! With you, 
I know that our children are safe—and that is more necessary 
in these days than ever! 

How things will develop on the military side is for the 
moment difficult to foresee, particularly as the Anglo- 
American forces are preparing another offensive on a very 
broad front in the West. In the meanwhile we have been 
pushed back and are now occupying the same front line 
that we were holding at the beginning of December; further, 
our greatest asset in the West— Sepp Dietrich and his army 
—is to be withdrawn and sent to the Eastern front. 


= 1A film-actress greatly admired by Hitler and regarded as a rival by Eva 
raun. 
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Any one who still grants that we have a chance must be a 
great optimist! And that is just what we are! I just cannot 
believe that Destiny could have led our people and our 
Fuehrer so far along this wonderful road, only to abandon 
us now and see us disappear for ever. A victory for Bol- 
shevism and Americanism would mean not only the exter- 
mination of our race, but also the destruction of everything 
that its culture and civilisation has created. Instead of the 
‘Meistersinger’ we should: see Jazz triumphant, and the 
‘Kätchen von Heilbronn’ would have to yield pride of place 
to the pornographic skit! 

But there’s no need to write all this to you, my wise and 
sweet one—you know it as well as I do. It is one, among 
many, of the things which distinguish you, my girl. I know 
no woman who is more beautiful than you; no woman 
whose calm dignity and inherent goodness make her all 
that I could desire; no woman who could have given me 
swecter or more healthy children; and above all no woman 
who could be more suited to me, to my attitude as a National 
Socialist and to my outlook on life. It is only now, in these 
grave times, that this has become crystal clear to me; and 
therefore, beloved, I love you now more than I have ever 
loved you before. 

Your very own 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


5.2.1945 
My dearest heart, 

Just a moment ago—at 2.30 p.m.—you 
were telling me that you had had an alarm since 10.35 and 
were still in the shelter ! 

And Bredow has just been giving me details of the whole 
main attack:—Salzburg, five times, Regensburg—‘carpet’ 
bombing, Straubing, Rosenheim, Traunstein, Amring, 
Hammerau, Grödig, Villach four times, Linz, and the 
Kitzbühl district! 

Will any little corner remain untouched by this war? Iam 
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very much afraid that the Berchtesgaden district and par- 
ticularly Obersalzberg will soon be subjected to round after 
round of carpet bombing. So, let me say it again: take all 
you can into the cellars! Whatever remains above ground 
will certainly be destroyed one day; and it is therefore much 
better to stow everything possible away underground. 

Long distance telephone communications are going from 
bad to worse. I have been waiting for over an hour for a call 
to Obersalzberg, and for the last few days Schaub has not 
been able to get through to Kitzbühl at all!!! 

5.10 p.m. 
Our water supply has been functioning again since midday ; 
light for the moment is supplied from the emergency plant 
in the Reich Chancellery, but the central heating has been 
ruined. So we still sit at our desks wrapped in furs, and my 
colleagues in the Party Chancellery still have only candle- 
light. 

But, as I emphasised yesterday, this is nothing in comparison 
with the misery and suffering of the refugees, who have to 
camp out in the open or tramp on—in this weather! 

My darling sweetheart, you know I have never worked 
merely from self-interest; but in present circumstances I 
cannot tell you how glad and relieved I shall be, if only I 
can steer you dear ones safely through all the horrors and 
miseries of this war! 

Inspiration of my life, continue, please, to love 

Your 


M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


6.2.1945 
My beloved girl, 

A brief report. Yesterday evening I was 
invited to E.B.’s birthday party. Others invited were the 
Fegeleins, Waldemar F., and the Brandts. We arrived about 
half-past ten and found the Fuehrer already with the ladies. 

Waldemar F. arrived rather tight and caused much 
amusement. He spoke with the speed of a slow-motion film 
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and tried to develop his own philosophy of life—of which he 
made as big a mess as of his card tricks! E. was in happy 
mood, but bewailed the lack of a good dancing partner; 
she also criticised various people with an asperity which was 
quite new in her. 

At the end of this week the ladies, I expect, will be sent to 
Munich with the vegetable convoy. As the position in the 
East—on the Oder, that is to say—has been consolidated, 
no objections have been raised to this move any more. 

I myself remained stone cold sober—these days I must 
always be ready for instant action! It is just as well that I 
did, for about half-past one the Chief sent for E., and very 
shortly after we all left; I then went to my office where I 
remaincd till three o’clock, dealing with the mail that had 
arrived. Scarcely had I got to bed than we had yet another 
warning: ‘Strong forces of fast-flying enemy aircraft’ .. . 
Treffer immediatcly got my suitcases—most of them are 
anyway kept in the cellar—and there we remained till four- 
thirty-five; the Fuchrer had a long talk with me, so it was 
just as well that I was completely sober. 

The enclosed sausage is a present from Fegelein; it must 
be eaten at once! I hope you got the things safely which I 
sent by the vegetable convoy. How I should love to spoil 
you, my darling companion! But the war allows me to do 
so little for you. 

This morning we were again in the shelter for a short 
while, but the main attack went over and on to Chemnitz 
and Magdeburg. Here we live modestly and precariously. 
The streets are full of filth, which naturally gets carried into 
the house. We still sit in cold rooms, and a bath, unfor- 
tunately, is still not to be had. On the other hand I am more 
than pleased that I have my thick fur-lined coat. 

All the tables are covered with candle-grease and glass 
splinters and, of course, dust—dust all over our furniture, 
clothes and everything. The Party Chancellery still looks 
like a wilderness ; cleaners are everywhere at work, but each 
carpenter sawing and hammering away adds more dust and 
dirt, while the continual comings and goings of people bring 
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in plenty of mud from the streets. By the way, have you a 
bathroom in the shelter? It is an essential. 
But now, enough, beloved. Work and duty call. 


Your 
M. 
M.B. to G.B. 
7.2.1945 
3.05 p.m. 
My darling Companion, 


Whencver there is a lull in my work, 
my thoughts turn to you and the children. 

Today the numerous air-raids—the heavy attack on 
Vienna, etc.,—must have kept you all for a long time in the 
shelters. 

Sepp Dietrich, whose Army is being transferred to the 
East, was here today. I gave him your best wishes, which he 
asks me to reciprocate. 

Dear old Sepp is very worried about his family, who live 
close to the Oder—very close, that is, to the present front. 
He proposes to shift them to the Upper Danube Gau. A 
Commander of an Army Group may try to do this, or rather 
bring it off; but just think how worried the ordinary man— 
the simple soldier and labourer—must be! They have 
probably had no news from their families for months, and 
the uncertainty about the fate of their families, their fiancées, 
their business or their farms is an abominable additional 
burden on our soldiers! How lucky we are, my darling wife, 
in being able to hear from each other every day. I love you 
more than ever. 

Your 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 

7.2.1945 

. » « On the radio they are singing the hymn Und wenn die 
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Welt voll Teufel wär. Without knowing it, Luther wrote 
a real Nazi song! The world is indeed ‘full of devils’, and 
will probably remain so, but with this difference that things 
won’t always go as well for the devils as they are at the mo- 
ment. “They may take from us our bodies, property, honour, 
children and wives—the Kingdom (das Reich) will remain 
ours still.’ This is so much in keeping with the thought 
of our age. Without absolute faith in our Reich, which God 
has given us that we may build it up for our children and 
our children’s children, we could not carry on. But the 
Reich will emerge victorious, even if we no longer survive. 
The Fuehrer has given us our idea of the Reich which has 
spread—and in secret is still spreading—throughout the 
world. The unbelievable sacrifices our people are making— 
sacrifices they are capable of making only because they are 
imbued and possessed with that idea—are proof of its 
strength and show to all the world how just and necessary 
our struggle is. 

One day, the Reich of our dreams will emerge. Shall we, 
I wonder, or our children, live to see it? [1 HAVE EVERY HOPE 
THAT WE SHALL!] In some ways, you know, this reminds 
me of the ‘Twilight of the Gods’ in the Edda. The giants and 
the dwarfs, the Fenris wolf and the snake of Mitgard, and all 
the forces of evil are in league against the Gods; the majority 
have already fallen, and already the monsters are storming 
the bridge of the Gods; the armies of the fallen heroes fight 
an invisible battle, the Valkyries join in, the citadel of the 
Gods crumbles, and all seems lost; and then, suddenly a new 
citadel rises, more beautiful than ever before, and Baldur 
lives again, 

Daddy, it is always astonishing to me to see how close our 
forefathers in their myths, and particularly in the Edda, are 
to our own times, It is as if it were a symbol and a dark 
image of the present. Has this always been so, I wonder, 
or do we notice it particularly, because we are so sharply 
conscious of the ties of blood that join us to the men who 
wrote that poetry? 

We are not the first to engage in mortal combat with the 
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powers of the underworld, and that we feel impelled, and 
are also able, to do so should give us a conviction of ultimate 
victory. 

My beloved, I am wholly and utterly yours, and we will 
live to fight on, even if only one single one of our children 
survives this awful conflagration. 

Your 
Mummy. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


8.2.1945 
2.05 a.m. 
My girl, 

Visits from Wolf,! Koch and Heinrich H[immler]. 
prevented me from writing yesterday. Uncle H., to whom I 
gave your message, sends you his best wishes. 

We dined with Fegelein and then talked business until 
Evi came. She stayed with us for an hour and a half, and 
after that Heinrich had to go and sce Kaltenbrunner, and I 
went off and dealt with the mail, which in the meanwhile 
had arrived from Munich. 

I have now just finished work. As you will realise from 
the beginning of this letter, I am tired; and so, I think, I’d 
better pop into bed. Tomorrow I hope I shall be inspired 
to write a better letter. 

Always your 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
8.2.1945 
My darling Daddy, 
It is already late, and usually I am in 
bed by this time. But I have been trying to catch up on my 


1 Probably S.S. General Karl Wolff, az deputy. 
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correspondence, with which I am well behind, and as my 
pen is flowing easily, I have decided to seize the chance and 
write as many letters as I can. I wish I were like you and 
could write a hundred or more letters a day! [1 WRITE VERY 
LITTLE—IT’S FAR EASIER TO DICTATE!] But if I write even 
ten, I think I have been most industrious. [AND YOU'RE 
QUITE RIGHT.] For the most part the time I spend sitting at 
my writing desk secms to me time wasted; but every now 
and then I have to sit and write, otherwise I get a mountain 
of unacknowledged letters; in any case, a letter is sometimes 
useful in making people pull themselves together. With this 
in view I sat down today and wrote again to my Krönzi, to 
impress on him how important it is that he should go on 
studying; I pointed out to him that a victory in the battle- 
field would not be of much use to us, unless we were also 
the leaders in the fields of science and technology—and 
remained so, and that no one must ever be content to rest on 
his laurels; if he is, he will surely miss the bus. [THANKS 
TO RADAR, THE LOCATION APPARATUS INVENTED BY THEIR 
SCIENTISTS, THE BRITISH HAVE, TO ALL INTENTS AND PURPOSES, 
CRIPPLED OUR SUBMARINE WARFARE}; AND, UNFORTUNATELY, 
THE SAME SORT OF THING IS HAPPENING IN OTHER FIELDS.] 
I also told him that now that so many of the best of our 
rising generation of students had fallen, those who were still 
with us must redouble their efforts to fill the gaps. [nor 
ONLY THAT—BUT SO MANY OF OUR YOUNGEST AND BEST 
TEACHERS HAVE ALSO BEEN KILLED.] I hope he has under- 
stood what I was driving at. [THIS WAR IS, ABOVE ALL, A 
WAR OF SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY.] You are once more in 
your air-raid shelters; what is it that the British are attacking 
with such heavy forces in Pomerania today for the second 
or even third time? [THE POELITZ HYDRAULIC INSTALLA- 
Tons!) Is it our lines of communication? By hindering 
our struggle against the Bolsheviks, the brutes are. helping 
to dig their own graves. [Quire rIGHT!] The Russians 
have their own Air Force—why do the British want to 
help them? It makes me cry out with rage when I 
read in the papers that in January 1,389 terror bombers 
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were shot down, while every day we are attacked by four 
or five thousand of them. And yet—what individual flying 
skill is required to bring down each one of them! But why 
go on publishing figures at all? All our hopes are now 
pinned on the U-Boats. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


9.2.1945 
My Darling, 

Today I am again too tired to write at any 
length. In brief—yesterday evening a conference with 
Becher to arrange for the supply of more horses for the North; 
then a talk with Kaltenbrunner, after which Giesler and I 
were with the Fegeleins until two o’clock. Finally we went 
on to see Evi, where we were joined about 3 a.m. by the 
Chief and Speer. Giesler was to have done his well-known 
‘Ley’ act for us, but he was not in good form; even so, we 
sat on till shortly before six. Then I read your dear letter 
which I am now returning to you. 

At 10.20 I roused myself and crawled out of bed again, 
because I had to arrange for the departure of E.B. and 
others. 

In the meanwhile—it is now 1.15 p.m.—we have once 
more been driven into the cellars. These everlasting attacks 
are becoming an intolerable burden—day after day, with- 
out exception, we suffer an unending series of destruction 
and devastation! Yesterday evening it was the turn of 
Poelitz in Pomerania—one of our last remaining hydraulic 
installations. 

T enclose a letter from Frau v. T[reuenfels].; she assumes 
that her youngest son, the last of her children, has now also 
been killed in action. 

Look after yourself, my darling, 

Your own 
M. 
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M.B. to G.B. 
Saturday 
10.2.1945 
My Beloved, 

When I looked at my watch just now, I saw that 
it was already 25 mins. past midnight—already Sunday, 
then! Unless you had drawn my attention to the fact I 
wouldn’t know it was a Sunday. - 

Today I lunched with Uncle Heinrich, Burgdorff and 
Fegelein, and tonight I dined again with Uncle H., Sepp 
D[{ietrich]., Fegelein and Berger.+ In the interval, between 
our discussions, Heinrich had had a conference with the 
Fuehrer and at 4 p.m. had attended the main situation 
conference, while I had had a meeting with Lammers—and 
so the hours slipped away. 

Now I must go to bed, so that I shall be up early and fresh 
for the day’s work tomorrow. How I wish I could get over 
to S.—even for one night, to have a bath and to sit for a bit 
with clean clothes in a warm, clean room! 

Just imagine, I, of all people, have a real bad cough, I 
can’t remember when last I had a cough—that sort of thing 
never happens when you are with me! Oh, Mummy dear, 
how lovely was the time from gth to 26th January! And 
how grateful I am to you for it! And with this memory and 
with you in my thoughts—let Sunday begin! 

Your 


M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 

Obersalzberg 

12.2.1945 

..„. I am terribly sorry for Frau von Treuenfels. But what a 
brave woman she is, truly exemplary. Daddy, the demands 
that are being made on so many of our people are frightful. 
Let us hope that later we shall have the chance of making 
things really good for them, in compensation for their sorrows 


1 S.S. General Gottlieb Berger, Chief of S.S. Head Office. 
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now, so that they will always know that their sufferings had 
a meaning. ... 

. .. Today the sun is again shining brilliantly and it is 
lovely outside. During the night we had a terrific storm, 
and even I could not sleep through it. It is like in “The 
Valkyries’-—‘winter storms gave way to the month of bliss.’ 
If only it were May, the month of bliss, then so many people 
would not be suffering from the cold, and many of your 
troubles would solve themselves. I can think of nothing 
but the events in the East and West. Do you think Posen 
will be able to hold out? [No.] ... [OUR MEN IN BUDAPEST 
—FEGELEIN’S OLD UNIT—HAVE GALLANTLY FOUGHT THEIR 
WAY OUT IN AN ATTEMPT TO REJOIN OUR LINES, ONLY A 
VERY FEW—ABOUT TWO HUNDRED—GOT THROUGH. OF THE 
REST OF THE TWELVE THOUSAND WHO STARTED THERE IS NO 
TRACE. ] 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 


14.2.1945 
I p.m. 
My Mummy-Girl, 


17.2.1945 
1.40 p.m. 
The sheet of paper is still waiting for me to continue... . 
But today, too, there is so much work, that I have no time 
to write. Axmann! is waiting to see me, as are someone from 
Norway, Ruder and others. 
Always your 


M.B. to G.B. 


18.2.1945 
My Beloved, 
Let me quickly dash off a few lines before I am 
overwhelmed by the spate of inevitable conferences. 


1 Artur Axmann, head of the Hitler Youth. 
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1. Graber has got back from Weimar, after being on the 
go three and a half days—it took him twenty-three hours to 
get to W[cimar]. Traffic conditions are simply chaotic! 
2. The enclosed letter from M. arrived today. 
3. During today’s attack on Linz, the Nibelungen Bridge, 
among other things, reccived a direct hit. 
4. The Chief tells me that E.B. wants to return here as soon 
as possible. But for the time being she has been told she must 
stay in M[unich]. 
5. Breslau is surrounded; several of my most efficient men 
are therc—apart from Hanke. I hope I shall get them back 
here. In Budapest all is over. Of about ten thousand who 
tricd to break their way out, only some seven hundred have 
reached safety. 
6. General Wenck, one of the really efficient among our 
Generals, hit a road obstacle with his car and will therefore 
be out of action for many weeks. He was on his way yester- 
day evening from Himmler with a report for the Fuehrer. 
General Xylander, Schörner’s Chief of Staff in Silesia, 
started off by plane for H.Q., but has not arrived! His old 
crate must have crashed somewhere and been burnt out! 
Möckel was killed in a motor accident on the Autobahn 
in the West. Gauleiter Sprenger reported that he had had 
an accident himself this morning. This is only a selection 
from the string of misfortunes which have befallen us! 
7. Whatever happens, I must get out of this room of mine 
in the Reich Chancellery; I simply cannot stand the eternal 
noise of the cars any longer! Cars which are running on 
wood or charcoal gas always leave their generators working 
and the incesssant roar and rattle of window-panes will drive 
me mad! 
8. If it is in any way possible, I shall go out to Stolpe? to- 
day. I have just looked outside, and I see that the weather is 
wonderful, and I desperately need a few hours of fresh air. 
I am quite all right again, but I am overworked and fidgety. 
The Fuehrer has just told me that I can go, but has begged 
1 Stolpe (Ausweichquartier Nord) was a refuge which Hitler had planned for 
himself before the war, as a place to retire to when he felt in need of a rest. 
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me most earnestly to drive carefully! I have promised to 
do so. 


With all my love, 
Your 
M. 
M.B. to G.B. 
18.2.1945 


My Beloved, 
Someone on the Radio is singing: 

‘You are for ever with me... 

You wonderful, beautiful woman—my life? 
And I’m dreaming of you with open eyes, beloved... . But 
I want to write to you without excitement. I am sitting 
in the Zossen H.Q.,! built by Colonel Streve in 1938. 
It consists of many-storied concrete buildings, both floors 
above and basements below ground, and is a fine piece of 
work. One of these concrete houses had been prepared for 
me, should the Fuehrer ever decide to use the place. 

I simply could not stand it any longer in my room in the 
Wilhelmstrasse, where the eternal running of the gas 
generators and the lorry engines was tearing my nerves to 
shreds. Out here in this peace I immediately feel fighting fit 
again. I do wish the Fuchrer would move here too. 

While present conditions continue, I must, of course, go 
back to my office every day, for conference and for my 
daily report to the Fuehrer. According to air reconnais- 
sance reports the Russians are pushing forward along all 
the roads from East to West, with everything they can lay 
their hands on in the way of armour and men for the assault 
on Berlin. I can only hope their plans go wrong. There are 
times when I feel quite desperate, for the German soldier 
no longer stands firm as he used to do—as he still could do, 
and as it is now vital that he should do! 

As if this were not enough, hardly a day passes without 
some first-class soldier getting knocked out in a motor 

1 Military H.Q. in the suburbs of Berlin. 
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accident; I told you about it before. I am constantly warn- 
ing Uncle Heinrich not to drive so fast. Never have I driven 
at the pace he usually adopts. 

One would like to see a gleam of hope somewhere; but for 
the time being we are plunged in the deepest gloom. And 
the effects of the bombing on our communications and our 
armament industry add no pleasing touch to the general 
picture! Particularly as these attacks are bound to increase 
rather than decrease, for the enemy are suffering no losses, 
and so are able to increase their forces by replacements all 
the time. 

But I don’t want to make you sad with the recital of all 
our woes—and there is a brighter side! I wish I could tell 
you for example of the feats of our submarines! But for the 
moment I may not do so! 
= Uncle Heinrich apparently is very pleased at the way 
Helge bosses everybody; he regards this as a sure sign of a 
leader of the future. I, on the other hand, agree with you! 

And now, my sweet, I must end. Fegelein is coming early 
tomorrow, and then we both go off to the Sauna. 

Always give your love to your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 
Berlin-Zossen 
19.2.1945 
My Beloved, 

1. Fegelein arrived here this morning to go to 
the Sauna with me, After that—massage, and then lunch 
with Colonel Streve. 

2. Tomorrow Müller is coming up north. I have told 
Rattenhuber! to place two officers of the Criminal Investiga- 
tion Department at my disposal, and Müller is to take them 
with him and train them. I shall put them on the upper 
floor of the Stolpe house. In this way we shall have a little 
police force of our own in the North, so to speak. I hope 


1 S.S. General Johann Rattenhuber, head of Hitler's Security Guard. 
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Rattenhuber sends good men. Get Helmut to tell you about 
the situation in the North—things seem to be going pretty 
badly. As Helmut did no more than hint when he was with 
me, I am sending Müller out there tomorrow with orders 
to come back with a clear-cut, unvarnished picture of the 
situation. 

What a life, my darling! But in spite of everything, we 
must keep a stiff upper lip and carry on. 


Your own 


M.B. to G.B. 


19.2.1945 
My beloved wife, 


You have just been talking about Xylander 
and Zorn. I had no idea that X had married one of the 
Clausewitz girls. But you are quite right; at the moment 
Death is reaping a rich harvest—at the front and in the 
homeland. 

As I myself might well be killed any moment, I am most 
delighted to see how self-reliant you have become as the 
guardian of our family. If I should go, never let yourself be 
imposed on, but stand up for yourself with all the deter- 
mination you can command. As I have often emphasised, 
I have no premonitions of death; on the contrary, my burn- 
ing desire is to live—and by that I mean to be with you and 
our children. I would like to muddle on through life, to- 
gether with you, as many years as possible, and in peace. 
And enjoying ourselves! oh, wouldn’t it be lovely! 

But one can never be certain of anything. Any attempt on 
the Fuehrer’s life is aimed equally at me, and I do not doubt 
that to our discomfiture we shall live to experience several 
more of them. Or one might be shot down in the air, or— 
oh! there are nowadays so many possibilities—as Fegelein 
says, far too many! So I’ve come back to my real theme— 
to you. I am so pleased to know that the children are in 
your safe hands. And in such a case you would have to carry 
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on without me, bravely and fearlessly. Let nothing get you 
down! 

But let us hope that things will change and go the way we 
want, and that we two shall be spared for many years, in 
good health, to do our duty together. 

Your 
M. 


Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 


Obersalzberg 
19.2.1945 
My darling husband, 

The mail from Berlin via Munich 
arrived to-day, and with it a whole heap of lovely letters from 
you. Some ofthem, to be sure, are very sad, and the news 
they contain is anything but cheerful. I hope that some 
more of our men have managed to win through from 
Budapest to our lines. [THE TOTAL Is 800]. If so few only 
survived, what hell and horror they must have gone through! 
[TRUE. THIS ACTION, UNFORTUNATELY, WAS ONLY A FURTHER 
CONFIRMATION OF HOW RIGHT THE FUEHRER WAS, WHEN HE 
REJECTED THE IDEA OF AN ATTEMPTED BREAK-OUT FROM 
STALINGRAD. ANY FORCE WHICH NO LONGER HAS THE POWER 
TO MAINTAIN ITSELF IN A STRONG DEFENSIVE POSITION CER- 
TAINLY WILL NOT HAVE THE POWER TO BURST THROUGH TO 
OUR OWN LINES.] 

The news of Möckel’s death reached me today. It is a 
frightful thing that, apart from the fighting, you should be 
losing so many valuable lives through accidents, The Fuehrer 
must certainly feel happier that you are at Z[ossen]. rather 
than at Stolpe. [YEs—BUT I ONLY WANTED TO GO TO STOLPE 
TO HAVE A REAL REST AND TO BE ABLE TO WORK FOR A WHILE 
UNDISTURBED.] In Z. it is much easier to get hold of you 
quickly ; Stolpe is bad at critical moments because there you 
can so easily be cut off as far as news is concerned. As soon 
as there is no electrical current the teleprinter doesn’t func- 
tion, and anyway it could so easily be put out of action by 
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a bombing raid. Telephone connections, too, break down 
all the time. One of the first post-war tasks which you will, in 
my opinion, have to undertake, will be to ensure that the 
telephone and teleprinter communications with the North 
are laid as underground cables; otherwise, the Chief will 
never be able to stay there for any length of time on end. 
But that is looking far ahead; for the moment, it is better to 
concentrate on the problems of the day. [yEs—UNTIL THE 
WAR ENDS!] I am so pleased that you are in Z. I should hate 
to think of you in Stolpe without me to look after you. And 
I couldn’t get away from here for any length of time. 

Little Gerda and Hartmut decided this morning that they 
would be ill! There was nothing the matter with them, 
really, but they just didn’t want to get up. When Sister 
Agnes said that the best cure for sick little children was to 
fast, they were up in a trice! [GRAND! I USED TO DO THE 
SAME THING MYSELF !] I must say, the children give us both 
great joy and much distraction, and so we are not totally 
immersed in the war, as you are. But we always listen to the 
daily official communiqué with intense interest. How are 
things really shaping? The Navy seems to be on the upward 
grade. [ves.] Dönitz’s speech tonight was full of confi- 
dence. On the other hand, enemy air supremacy seems to 
be getting worse and worse. [vEs.] Can nothing be done 
about it? And what is the situation at Breslau—is it still 
encircled? [yes.] Can Posen hold out? [FoR THE TIME 
BEING—YES.] The broadcast of the Marienburg ceremony 
was wonderful; such things give one renewed courage. The 
Japanese, too, appear to be having a hard time. Indeed, 
everything everywhere seems to be mounting to such a crisis 
that one cannot foresee what is going to happen. But as long 
as the Fuehrer remains confident and in good health, all will 
surely be well. Only those whose courage fails are lost. Even 
so, I should very much like to know how things look from the 
enemy’s point of view, and what is going to happen. [you 
ARE QUITE RIGHT. THE MOST SERIOUS THING IS THE AIR OFFEN- 
SIVE AND PARTICULARLY THE SYSTEMATIC DESTRUCTION OF 
TRAINS, LOCOMOTIVES, BRIDGES AND THE LIKE.].. . 
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Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 
20.2.1945 
My Beloved, 

You cannot imagine how happy our daily little 
talks on the phone make me. All the more so, because our 
worries are now so great, that even the staunch Puma is 
beginning to hang his head in despair! 

Uncle Heinrich’s offensive did not succeed,! that is to say 
it did not develop properly, and now the Divisions which he 
was holding in reserve have to be put in on other sectors.. It 
means constant improvisation from one day to the next. 
Meanwhile, according to the daily air reconnaissance re- 
ports, the Russians are continuing to pour vast reinforce- 
ments into their broad wedge, ready for an offensive; then 
their attack will be launched somewhere, and, of course, the 
attacker has always an advantage as soon as he has achieved 
a break-through. 


21.2.1945, 10 mins. past midnight. 

And now the British, in whose own interests we are, in- 
directly, fighting, have launched attacks against the Ruhr in 
the vicinity of Cleve and Goch—and have plastered lines of 
communication, factories and dwelling houses with very 
heavy bombing attacks in the process. We are by no means 
out of the wood yet, and the heaviest attacks and most 
critical months have still to come! 

The food situation, too, is very critical. We shall have to eat 
lots of wild vegetables if we want to satisfy our hunger. So— 
prepare to collect as many as you can! 

Enough for today; I am so tired that I can hardly stand! 


Even now I couldn’t get to bed! My secretaries asked me to 
have a last brandy with them, and I felt I could not refuse. 
They are all celebrating birthdays—Fraulein Klee on Febru- 
ary 20th, Fräulein Lechner on 2ıst and Fräulein Unter- 
holzner on 22nd. I gave them each a copy of Maple Leaf and 
I talked to them for about an hour about the Kapp putsch 

1 Himmler was now Commander-in-Chief of the Army Group Vistula, on 
the Eastern Front. 
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and things like that, to give them some idea of the difficulties 
we had in the post-war period, 1918-1933. These young 
things who were born round about 1925-26 have no idea of 
what happened in those days. 

Today I had the impertinence to give Sgt. Wanke an 
advance of a thousand marks—and debit your account! I 
hope that we shall now get the photos a little quicker! Later 
on we must of course deduct from it the cost of those taken by 
Schenk, Josefa, etc.; these expenses, of course, are debitable 
to the Obersalzberg administration. 

For the rest, sweetheart, it really is as I told you. How very 
easily I might have missed you! I might quite easily have 
been no longer free when we first met—and what luck that 
you took to an old curmudgeon like me! My darling girl, 
I shall have to spoil you a lot, once I get the time—you dear, 
lovely, great, wise woman! 

Always and utterly yours, 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


My darling girl, 21.2.1945 


A few odd notes for the day. 
I. You can give away the enclosed calendars. Give them to 
Herr Schröck, if you like, and ask him to distribute them. 
2. The enclosed books were sent to me as a present by the 
publishers. 
3. Sergeant Jeschke has left me; the gallant fellow asked 
permission to rejoin his regiment—‘Grossdeutschland’—in 
order to take part in the defence of his home district—the 
Lausitz. 
4. Uncle Heinrich had a particularly high opinion of General 
von Xylander. He was telling us about him yesterday even- 
ing. Colonel Zorn was killed in Alsace, when Uncle H. was 
Commander-in-Chief there. 
5. The chaos on the railways is frightful and seems to get 
worse! It is now 6 p.m., and they still do not know at the 
Anhalt Station what time the train from Munich will 
arrive! They don’t even know where the train is! 
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This is particularly serious at a moment when it is more 
important than ever that Speer’s transport system, carrying 
component parts of guns, machinery and so on, manufac- 
tured in different parts of the country, should function 
quickly and deliver the loads to the right place at the right 
time. The same applies to coal and other raw materials. 
As things are, there are hold-ups and delays everywhere. 
Speer is to be given new plenipotentiary powers in the field 
of transport. I hope this will do some good and be more 
than a title of honour. 

6. One of the Reich Marshal’s aides, a Major who apparently 
has been seconded for duty at Obersalzberg, asked Fraulein 
Silberhorn if he could have five kilos of honey, and if, when 
that was finished, he could ask her for some more, as he had 
thirty people to cater for. (A) Fair’s fair! But the Reich 
Marshal certainly has better sources of supply than we 
have! (B) If Fuehrer’s H.Q. should come to Obersalzberg 
we shall need a lot ourselves. (C) In any case, I’d far rather 
give honey to the children at Buchenhöhe, the children of 
our Obersalzberg mothers, and the children of my own 
Party Chancellery officials! I would also like to lay in a 
store of honey in Pullach. If you agree with me, will you 
give the enclosed note to Herr Schenk? 
7. It is now g p.m., and I have just been told that the 
Munich train is in Jena! And half an hour ago the air raid 
warning went again. 
8. I have just had a word with Helmut about the things 
asked for by Göring for his household. Please don’t say any- 
thing to anyone on the subject. 
9. 10.30 p.m.—we have just been informed that there will be 
no train today from Munich to Berlin. Urgent post is 
therefore being sent by car. I will take advantage of its 
return journey to send you the suitcase. 
10. Apart from the very heavy attack on Nuremberg, 
equally heavy attacks were made on Erfurt and Vienna! It 
really is frightful—the warning has again sounded in Berlin 
—for the third time today. y, 
our own 
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Gerda Bormann to Martin Bormann 
Obersalzberg 
24.2.1945 
My darling Daddy, 

I will now give you the report I promised 
you on Kreisleiter Stredele’sspeech. It was not a long speech 
—he spoke for barely an hour—but it contained all the 
problems we feel strongly about. 

The bitterness and the duration of the present struggle 
compelled us, he said, to turn our minds to the fundamental 
issues involved in this world-wide conflagration. Only 
those who did so would be able to understand the whole 
implication of the struggle; and an understanding of the 
vital issues involved would bring with it the conviction that 
victory, ultimately, must be ours—for otherwise, surely, the 
order of the universe would be upset. 

He divided mankind into three groups—the peasants 
with their roots deep in the soil, the nomadic dwellers in the 
steppes, and the commercially minded parasites. The first 
group was composed of ourselves, the Japanese and the 
Chinese; only the man with his roots deeply in the soil, he 
said, possessed real culture, for he alone realised the respon- 
sibilities of his heritage and he alone knew that his labours 
would bear fruit for his children and grandchildren. His 
whole being was devoted to the dual concept—the sowing 
and the harvest. The same principle applied equally to the 
peasant owner of inherited land and to the industrialist who 
had a community of workmen dependent upon him. Work, 
for the peasant type, was both an inner necessity and an 
immutable law. 

Their determination to harness the forces of nature to the 
advantage of their soil or their industry made explorers and 
inventors of them. The most priceless possession of the peasant 
is his child, who is destined to carry on the torch of life and 
the burden of toil, and he devotes his whole life to the welfare 
of child and soil. The peasant type, he said, never fights 
for booty; they fight only for living space, and the plough 
invariably follows the sword. 
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The second group, the nomads, were linked to the wide, 
open spaces. They possessed no private property, they had 
their grazing grounds, they used the earth till it had no more 
to give, and then they moved on; for these reasons they had 
neither towns nor stable homes. The daily tasks were per- 
formed by the women. For the man, his most valuable 
possession was his horse. He roamed the world at large, fell 
upon other national groups and robbed them of all which 
was desirable in his own eyes and then passed on. Work to 
the nomad was a curse, his character was as variable as the 
lands through which he passed. If one place did not please 
him, he passed on to another. Fatalism was his religion—to 
bow before the storm and wait till things got better. The 
nomad, in these circumstances, had and could have no 
culture of his own; such modicum of civilisation as he 
possessed he had taken from the peasant nations, and from 
the cultural possessions which he had it was possible to fix 
the epoch of his maraudings. 

The third group, said the Kreisleiter, was that of the 
merchants. Originally they were to be found round the 
shores of the Mediterranean—Greeks, Armenians, Phoeni- 
cians and Jews. The Jews were dangerous, because they 
were obsessed with a belief that they were destined to rule 
the world, and because they were held in rigid control by 
the Talmud and the laws of Moses and the prophets. For 
the merchants only one thing counted—money. For them, 
too, work is a curse; they exploit others. They were supreme 
in their ability to make money out of anything, and their 
ultimate object had always been the subjection of the 
peasantry, whom they could most easily exploit. For them, 
everything, even religion, was a business deal. To their 
Jehovah they would say—‘I will burn a candle to you, if you 
will grant me victory.’ ‘I will pay for three masses,’ said the 
Christian, ‘and in return I demand eternal life.’ The whole 
of Christianity was nothing more or less than a business 
concern and the merchants had exploited the industrious- 
ness and the creative skill of the peasantry to build themselves 
cathedrals and monasteries. 
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And now the merchants had joined hands with the 
nomads to overthrow the peasantry and achieve their 
longed-for world domination. The nomads and the sub- 
jected peasant nations were forced to fight, so that the Jews 
could pocket the winnings. The Jew had set up his Golden 
Calf in America, and his temple stretched thence over 
England to Russia. His slogans were all abominable lies. 
We must stand firm, said the Kreisleiter, like a strong dyke; 
if we did not then the flood would sweep our cultivated lands 
away and destroy all that our ancestors had created by 
centuries of hard and noble work. 

That, Daddy, was the gist of his speech. If you want more 
precise details, you must send for his manuscript. Helmut 
and Schenk were very enthusiastic. 

Viewed thus from the historical point of view, everything 
becomes immediately clear. All history has been the struggle 
between these three; our Maple Leaf! (‘Ahornblait’)—and 
even more so, Gardariki—complete the picture excellently. 


Martin Bormann to Gerda Bormann 
Berlin, W.8 
26.2.1945 
My darling girl, 

12.38! That is the exact time, and the 
radio is now giving details of the attack on Berlin. I was 
dictating the text of the Fuehrer’s address this morning, 
when we got the warning that bombers were approaching ; 
so I remained where I was not to be caught en route by the 
alarm or, possibly, even, by an attack. 

Things in Berlin must be pretty lively, from what Schaub 
has just been telling me. Fegelein’s great barn of a place is 
on fire, and a bomb has fallen on Linge’s house, next door 
to it. I hope all the parts of the Party Chancellery which 
we repaired with so much trouble have not been destroyed 
again. 

1 Presumably the title of another trashy Nazi novel—perhaps Bruno Brehm’s 
Das gelbe Ahornblatt (1937). 
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Thank you very much indeed for your dear letter, which I 
return herewith. You can have no idea of how happy you 
make me! I can only hope that your sons and daughters 
have all inherited a liberal share of your intelligence, your 
character and your entrancing personality. 

I do not wish to flatter you; but how infinitely superior is 
your attitude to that of M. Your one concern is the good 
of the whole community, while M. is merely filled with 
anxiety for her family and herself. I’m afraid you and M. 
wouldn’t get on at all at the moment! She writes and tells 
me she is being very brave, but her whole letter is one large 
wail of fear and cowardice! 

I have just now heard—1.05 p.m.—that three more 
formations of enemy bombers are approaching Berlin. The 
wireless reports have ceased, but every now and then we can 
hear some booming explosions in the distance; and the 
weather is filthy—it’s not cold, but just miserable and rain- 
ing. I wonder what Berlin will look like when next I see it? 

I think it’s a scandal that that brother of M.’s, who is 
a young lad, should be loafing about at home instead of 
being in the Army. Now, apparently, he had slipped off 
to Prague in search of security! I find it significant that M. 
thinks this quite in order. Surely she must realise what a 
disgrace this young coward is to the whole family! He and 
M. seem to take it for granted that others should risk their 
lives and fight on their behalf. No, my little Gerda, you and 
I would have rare old rows with M.—we have nothing at all 
in common! 

Unfortunately I still can’t get away. The preliminary all- 
clear has sounded—it is 1.20—but low-flying aircraft are 
still reported flying westwards in the Berlin area. 

Giesler’s mother was killed in a low-flying attack at 
Stuttgart, while she was on her way to Munich. And yester- 
day the Minister of the Czech Protectorate, Chalkovsky, was 
shot down by low-flying aircraft very close to Berlin; his 
wife was severely wounded. One has to be on the gui vive 
all the time, ready to pop under cover the moment the 
observer gives warning. One should, incidentally, only use 
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an open car, and every time one drives one should arrange 
beforehand that one person is definitely detailed to keep 
constant watch for low-flying aircraft. 

But now I must stop. I shall grab something to eat, and 
then go quickly off to town. Our offices have again had a 
direct hit from a heavy bomb, and one of the inner wings 
is said to have been more or less destroyed. 


Your 
M. 


M.B. to G.B. 


Berlin, W.8 
2.4.1945 
My Beloved, 

The Army Command in Vienna is so deplorably 
bad that one must be prepared to hear the worst. I hope 
there will be a new command at the earliest possible 
moment—and one which is capable of restoring the situation. 
In any case, please take note of the following: 

At the first sign of a real threat to the Salzkammergut and 
Obersalzberg areas, women and children are to be moved 
at once to the Tyrol. We have plenty of transport, and 
Greiderer’s M.T. column, with cars and lorries, has been 
earmarked, should the need arise. Helmut’s wife would 
have to accompany the column! 
Will you please discuss this very soon with Helmut in 
great confidence, so that he can lay his plans and take all 
possible precautions. 
I repeat, I do not think the situation will arise; but time 
spent in preparation is never wasted. It makes me both sad 
and angry that for the moment I have nothing more cheerful 
to write about; but I’ll make up for it when the good times of 
peace come. 

Always your 
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M.B. to G.B. 
Berlin, W.8 
2.4.1945 
9.30 p.m. 
Easter! 
My sweet girl, 

For the first time for many weeks I am listen- 
ing to some music on the radio—‘You are so good to me’ 
and ‘You are my sun’. 

My beloved, what an utterly adorable creature you are! 
I can only hope that I and all the children will be able 
to repay you for all the love you have lavished on us. 
Look after yourself, my darling. We have need of you, 
my most beautiful! 
I am your 


M.B. to G.B. 
2.4.1945 
My Darling, 

Do not misunderstand my letter of yesterday 
evening about the possible move to the Tyrol. My letter 
was entirely the result of my very great anxiety on your 
account. At the moment no danger whatever threatens 
you— Vienna is 330 kilometres away from you and the 
Americans in Heidelberg 460 kilometres. We must just wait 
and see what happens. 

Granny in Weimar will certainly be very worried, for 
Eisenach has been under artillery fire since yesterday, and 
today tanks are said to be approaching it and the town of 
Meiningen. But the worst thing of all is the despair that has 
gripped all—civilians and soldiers alike—which amounts to 
the feeling that ‘there is no sense in resisting any more’. I 
have again and again drawn the Fuehrer’s attention to the. 
devastating effect of the ceaseless air attacks on the morale 
of soldiers and civilians alike. Anyone who spends his life 
bowing and scraping very quickly acquires a servile nature; 
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in the same way, to those who flee a hundred times a day 
from low-flying aircraft, flight comes as second nature and, 
as the cavalryman says, they ‘lose heart’. 

I hope very much that the fighter production planned by 
Dr. Kammler! is on a sufficiently big scale, and that the 
results—if they ever do come—will not come too late! But 
we must not be downhearted; whatever comes, we are 
pledged to do our duty. And if we are destined, like the old 
Nibelungs, to perish in King Attila’s hall, then we'll go 
to death proudly and with our heads high! 

According to reports which have come in just now, 
at 10.30 p.m., 1,000 vehicles, of which 3-400 are armoured, 
are in the vicinity of Meiningen. How miserable are the 
resources we have to oppose them! 

Keep well and strong and brave, Mummy mine. You are 
the best mother I could possibly have wished for my children. 

And for that reason I am wholly and always 

Your 
M. 


FINIS 


1 S.S. General Dr. Kammler was commander of Artillery Corps z, b. V. 64, 
specialising in anti-aircraft defence, including V-weapons. 
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published documents the mentality 
of a Nazi leader. Bormann appears 
as a curious character: at times as a 
narrow - minded provincial petty- 
bourgeois, sentimental and bigoted; 
at times as a mystic visionary who 
tries to speak and act as a hero of 
science fiction. The letters, which 
include some of Gerda Bormann’s 
letters to her husband, give a vivid 
picture of daily life in Germany in 
the latter part of the war, as well asa 
running commentary on the in- 
trigues of the quacks and charlatans 
who surrounded Hitler in his last 
months. They also give a strange 
glimpse of the standards of morality 
which the Nazi philosophy imposed 
on its devotees in their married life. 

These important documents were 
preserved by Frau Bormann at the 
end of the war, together with the 
records of Hitler’s Table Talk which 
have also been published. The 
correspondence is introduced by 
H. R. Trevor-Roper, the author of 
The Last Days of Hitler. 
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